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The  purpose  of  The  Quiver  is  set  forth  in  the  title  page:  keeping 
in  view  the  high  objects  therein  expressed,  we  have  endeavored  to 
the  utmost  of  our  abihty  to  provide  suitable  and  excellent  hymns 
and  music.  We  trust  that  this  humble  effort  to  advance  the  work 
of  the  Master  will  obtain  His  approval  and  blessing. 

John  R.  Sweney, 

Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


Take  the  Arrows  from  the  Quiver, 

Bright  with  truth's  immortal  ray, 
Bend  the  Bow,  and  at  a  venture 

Speed  them  to  their  mark  away. 
May  they  wake  the  cold  and  languid. 

And  the  foolish  ones  that  sleep 
With  their  lamps  untrimmed  and  empty. 

When  their  souls  a  watch  should  keep. 

May  they  rouse  to  earnest  labor 

In  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord, 
And  receive  a  power  and  quickness 

From  the  Spirit's  mighty  sword. 
Swift  their  flight  and  unresisting. 

Such  as  every  one  may  feel, 
Leaving  precious  wounds  behind  them 

Only  Jesus'  love  can  heal. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby, 


HOOD'S  ]SrOTA.TIOISr. 

A  HET.P  TO  STUDENTS  OF  MUSIC  IN  OBSERVING  THE  CONSTRUCTION 
AND  PROGRESSION  OF  CHORDS. 


In  order  to  assist  the  musica,!  student  in 
observing  the  special  characteristics  of  the 
notes  of  the  scale,  and  their  relationship  to 
each  other  in  the  combinations  of  melody 
and  harmony,  Hood's  Notation  marks 
each  note  by  an  appropriate  sign.    The  fol- 


lowing table  explains  the  meaning  expressed 
by  the  signs,  gives  the  laws  of  correct  har- 
mony governing  the  resolution  of  the  notes 
represented,  and  tries  to  describe  the  mental 
quality  most  prominent  in  each  note. 


NOTES  OF  THE  SCALE,  THEIR  CHARACTERISTICS,  ETC. 


Name.        Notation  Sign.  Tendency.  Mental  Quality, 


Indicating  Sign. 


DO 


SI 


LA 


SOL 


FA 


MI 


RE 


DO 


Repose  Firm,  solid.  . 

Leads  to  DO. .    .   .  Acute,  restless. 
Leads  to  DO  or  SOL.  Mournful. 

Repose  Bright,  ringing. 

Leads  to  Ml.  ,   ,   .  Grave,  sombre. 

Repose  Mild,  calm.  , 

Leads  to  DO  or  Ml. .  Rousing,  cheerful, 
Repose  Firm,  solid.  , 


{A  circle,  or 
plain  note- 
head. 

{Acute,  or  up- 
ward sloping 
line. 

{Two  contrary 
sloping  lines, 
at  angle. 

(Circle  or  note 
with  centre  dot 

{Grave,  down- 
ward sloping 
line. 

f  Perpendicular 
(  line. 

TTwo  contrary 

<  sloping  lines, 
(  forming  cross. 
C  A    circle,  or 

<  plain  note- 
(  head. 


EXPLANATORY. 

In  the  above  diagram  notes  of  repose  are 
placed  on  the  right  side,  these  form  the 
Tonic  Chord,  on  the  left  side  are  placed 
notes  of  motion.  All  chords  that  have  one 
or  more  notes  of  motion  must  be  resolved, 
at  or  before  the  close  of  the  piece,  into  the 
Tonic  Chord. 

OBSERVE, 

I.  The  absence  of  sloping  lines  in  a  chord 
or  combination  of  notes  indicates  the  Tonic 
Chord,  or  "chord  of  repose." 


 fcz^  1 


Tonic  Chord  or  Chord  of  Repose. 


lines  in  a  chord  indicates  that  it  is  a  "  chord 
of  motion." 


i 


— s — ^ — --g— 

Principal  Chords  of  Motion. 


3.  The  direction  in  which  the  line  slopes 
shows  the  most  satisfactory  progression  for 
resolving  the  note  indicated. 


Correct  methods  of  Resolution. 


4.  When  a  chord  consists  of  notes  repre- 
2.  The  presence  of  one  or  more  sloping  I  sented  by  mixed  (sloping  and  other)  signs. 

Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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HO  OD'S  NO  TA  TION. 


only  such  as  are  represented  by  sloping  lines 
resolve  as  indicated  in  the  diagram,  those 
represented  by  signs  belonging  to  notes  of 
the  Tonic  Chord  remain  stationary,  and 
form  a  portion  of  the  succeeding  chord. 


Usual  treatment  of  non-resolving  notes. 
When,  as  in  the  above  example,  non-resolv- 
ing notes  are  doubled,  while  one  remains 
stationary  the  other  commonly  goes  to  the 
root  of  the  following  chord. 

5.  A  positive  change  of  Key,  lasting  several 
measures,  requires  a  new  signature  and  signs 
corresponding.    {See  page  g2.) 

EXCEPTIONS. 

The  most  frequent  and  satisfactory  ap- 
pologies  for  the  progression  of  parts  in  a  con- 
trary direction  to  that  indicated  by  the  signs 
are  the  following : — 

1.  The  occurrence  of  an  Accidental. 

2.  A  passing  or  brief  Change  of  Key. 


MAJOR 


Key  ofC. 


•gg — 


io     re     mi     ia    sol    la     si  do 


-W-f>-i 

 i — 1 

do  re  mi  la  sol  la  si  do 
Key  of  D. 


do  re  mi  fa  sol  la  si  do 
Kej^of  A. 


do  re  mi  fa  sol  la  si  do 
Key  of  E. 
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do    re    mi    fa    sol     la     si  do 


3.  The  avoidance  of  moving  in  parallel, 
octaves  or  fifths  between  parts. 

4.  The  avoidance  of  doubling  the  Third  of 
a  chord. 

5.  The  resolution  may  be  Delayed  or  sus- 
pended. 

6.  When  it  is  desired  to  strengthen  the 
succeeding  chord,  or  when  a  figure  of  melo- 
dy seems  to  demand  it,  resolution  can  be 
accomplished  by  proxy,  the  note  being  taken 
by  a  different  part. 

7.  While  the  chord  remains  unchanged, 
parts  can  move  in  any  direction. 

In  pursuance  of  this  delightful  subject,  let 
the  musical  student  carefully  examine  the 
construction,  tendency,  and  mental  quality 
of  Chords,  let  him  become  familiar  with  each 
both  by  hearing  and  seeing ;  observe  whether 
or  not  the  parts  move  as  indicated  by  the 
signs,  if  they  do,  note  their  smoothness,  if 
they  do  not  so  move,  try  to  discover  which 
of  the  above  appologies  will  meet  the  case. 
By  practice  of  this  kind  all  the  advantages 
to  be  derived  from  Object  Teaching  will  be 
secured  for  this  hitherto  most  difficult  of 
subjects, — the  laws  of  musical  harmony. 

SCALES. 

Key  of  F. 


&  1 

i 

I  ^  

hC  

0— ^ 

— ^ 

do  si  la  sol  ia  mi  re  do 
Key  of  Bb. 


do  si  la  sol  fe.  mi  re  do 
Key  of  Eb. 


-A  

 1  !  

- 

do  si  la  sol  fa  mi  re  do 
Key  of  Db. 


do 


la    sol    fa    mi    re  do 


CAUTION.— The  signs  and  characters  peculiar  to  Hood's  Notation  being  copyright  pro- 
perty, all  persons  are  hereby  cautioned  against  unlawfully  printing  or  publishing 
the  same  or  any  portion  thereof.  JOHN  J.  HOOD, 

Proprietor  and  Publisher. 


The  Quiver. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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OPENING  HYMN. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Bless-ed    Sav-  iour,  while  we 

2.  Thro'  an-  oth  -  er  wee^  de  - 

3.  Thou  hast  led  us,  kind   -  ly 

4.  Blessed   Sav-  iour,  keep,  O 


f>  p  f> 


f  f  f 


gath-  er  In    thy  pre-cious  name, 

part-  ed  Thou  hast  been  our  stay  ; 

led    us,  From  our  in  -  fant  years ; 

keep    us  In    thy   fold  di  -  vine ; 


Help  us    all  to 
We  have  shared  thy 
Heal-  ing   all  our 
May  thy  beams  of 


hft 

gifts 
pains 
love 


our 
and 
and 


voic-  es 
mercies, 
sorrows, 
ten  -  der 


In    the  glad  ac  - 
New  with    ev'  -  ry 
Calm-  ing  all  our 
Round  our  pathway 


Jtt_ 


claim. 

day. 

fears, 
shine. 

-CD— 


©  ©■ 


Chorus. 


Thou  .  .  a  -  lone  art  good  and  ho  -"^ly.  There  is  none  like  thee  ; 
Thou   a  -  lone,  O  Lord, 


Now  .  .  and  ev  -  er-  more  ex  -  alt  -  ed.  Lord,  .  thy  name  shalt  be. 
Now,  yea,  now  and  Lord,  thy  name. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  Johk  J.  Hood. 


CD  Cg>  CD  <S>  CD  O  CZ> 
DO    RB   MX    FA  SOL  LA  SI, 


Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


Hope  of  the  des  -  o  -  late,  Lord  o  -  ver  all,  Heed  while  I  sup-  pli-  cate, 
Leave  me  not  com-fortless,  pleading  in  vain,  With  thine  a  -  bundant  grace 
Faith  in  thy  prom-  is  -  es,  trust  in  thy  love,  (Ten-der,  compas  -  sion-ate). 
And  when  my  earth-  ly    life   neareth   its  close,    O   may  I     peace-  ful-  ly 


hear  when  I  call ; 
my  soul  sus-  tain  ; 
draws  me  a-  bove 
sink  to    re-  pose  ; 


O  thou  most  mer-  ci-  ful,  fain  would  I     be    Near  to  thy 
Strengtnen  my  fainting  heart,  lead  me  aright.    Out    of  sin's 
From  ev'ry  bond  of  sin   Let  me  be    free.  From  the  great 
As  thy  be-  lov  -  ed  sleep,  trusting  in    thee ;  Out  of  death's 


Chorus. 


fount  of  grace,  near  un-  to  thee.  Migh-ty 
night  of  gloom,  in  -  to  thy  light. 
Tempter's  power  deliv-  er    me.  - 
solemn  hour    de  -  liv-  er  me.  |  ^ 


I  I 
De  -  liv  ■ 


I 

rer, 


to  thee   I     flee ; 


solemn  hour    de  -  liv-  er  me.  I       ^    ^       I      |  JQ.« 


Mighty    De  -  liv-  'rer, 


IS 


31 


my    refuge     be  !    From  sin's  cap  -  tiv  -  i  -  ty 


^-4-, 

111, 

P\  1 

-H- 

— • 

— « 

7"  ^ 

41 

hi.  d 

Haste  to  de  -  liv  -  er  me,  Mighty  De  -  liv  -'rer,  my  trust  is  in  thee. 
^  ^  ^  _    _      I     «-(^H^__    J  oL-J- 


Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J,  Hood. 
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DO    RE     MI    FA    SOL   LA  SI 


Rev.  F.  Merrick,  D.D 


1.  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be  ;  More  like  Jesus  in    sub-  mission, 

2.  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be ;  More  like  Jesus,  true  and  steadfast, 


^-^  ft 

h 

M 

^ — \ — 1 

<J  J  o 

— ® 

— © 

—& 

o 

Si 

— O 

4 

Like  him  striving,  ev-  er  do-  ing,  Earnest  like  him,  like  him  in  fi  -  del  -  i  -  ty. 
In  the   glo-  ry  of  thy  manhood,    In   the  beauty  of  thy  spotless  pur-  i  -  ty. 


r   r   r  r  (-^rffz  igiz^i 


Chorus. 


More  and  more,  more  and    more,  More  and 

[N      S  f    more  and  more,  more  and  more, 

j^^got^  sdL.  -     -  - 


m 


s* 


s  « 

m 

iJ  ^ 
□re  If 

te    Je  -  sus    ev  -  'ry 

r  r  ?  r ' 

ev-'ry  day; 
day ;    .  . 

More  and  more, 

i*^J^      ^   more  and  more, 

■     -           1           j&  •  |#  |» 

 1- 

?  P_^_PL 

 ^ — P — — ^ 

1  u  b  1 

more  and   more,  More  like   Je  -  sus       ev   -  'ry  day. 


t 


Copyright,  1880,  by  T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


O  <E>  CD  O  CD  CZ> 

DO    RE    MI    FA    SOL   LA  SI 


1.  What  shall  separate  us  From  the  love  that  bought  us  ?  Shall  the  pangs  of  anguish 

2.  Things  to  come  or  present,  Whatsoe'er  be-  tide  us, —  Life  nor  death  shall  ever 


1— o 

1— S 

F=8 

4 

1^    '  J{ 

Which  the  cross  hath  wrought  us  ?  Doubtings  and  distress-  es,      Fier-  y     tri  -  als 
From  our  Lord  di-  vide   us ;    Angels,  powers,  domin  -  ions,    These  shall  fall  be  - 

-f^  ,"P^  ^  ^^^^ 


m 


± 


T-  I  I      -Ol-  -ai-  -Ol-  -CDl- 

prove  us ;  Yet  am  I  per-  suad  -  ed,  None  of  these  shall  move  us. 
fore      us;       Clothed  in  his  sal  -  va  -    tion,  With  his  ban-ner  o'er  us. 


ml 


Chorus. 


3x: 


3E 


33; 


We  are  more  than  conquerors,  More,  yea,  more ;       We  are  more  than  conquerors, 
^  ^   ^  ^   O^qJ  more,yea,more. 


m 


c?  1 1  #1  1  1 


More,      yea,    more  ;  We  are  more  than  conquer-  ors,  We  are  more  than 

More,  yea,  more,  more,  yea,  more ;  jm_   m  JtL» 

-p>  ^  F  F  r  f  ^ 


Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J.  Hood. 


O  CS>  CD  <S)  CD  <Z> 
DO    RB    MX    FA  SOL  LA  61 


TOe  KVt  fWotre,  ttc— concluded. 


conquer  -  ors,     We  are  more  than  conquer-  ors,    Thro'  him  that  lov'd  us. 

-■f>-Honj  


1 


^  r 


3  Depths  that  are  beneath  us, 
Heights  that  are  above  us, 

Have  no  power  to  sunder, 
Since  He  stooped  to  love  us« 


Prince  of  our  Redemption, 
Sons  to  glory  bringing, 

Thou  hast  made  from  sinners 
Victors,  crowned  and  singing. — C/to, 


C.  E.  P. 


"  Rejoicing  in  the  fulness  of  God." 


Chester  E.  Pond. 


i 


I'll  praise  the  Lord  for  joy  be-  low,  That  fills  my  soul  to  o  -  ver-  flow  ; 
I'll  praise  the  Lord  for  love  that  glows ;  For  peace  that  like  a  riv-  er  flows ; 
I'll  praise  the  Lord  for  his  con-  trol ;    For  love  di  -  vine,  that  saves  the  soul ; 


!±fc: 

Fine, 


jU  ■j"' — I — '  T — p — ~" — o  ■  •!  «!  cJ  j(_J  ■  «  -STT^ 

I'll  praise  the  Lord  for  grace  di  -  vine  To  feel  and  know  that  he  is  mine, 
I'll  praise  the  Lord  for  grace  and  power  To  live  like  Je  -  sus  ev-  *ry  hour. 
For  love  that  guards  from  all  my  foes,  For  love  that  bears  my  griefs  and  woes. 
Life's  troubles  sore  are  past  and »gone,   I'm  rest- ing  now  in  Christ  the  Son. 


D.S,  E  -  ter-  nal  life's  be  -  gun  be-  low ;    His  joy  and  peace  thro'  grace  I  know. 


Chorus. 


D.S. 


Praise  ye  the  Lord,  while  a  -  ges  roll,  From  sea   to   sea,  from  pole  to  pole ! 


r 


By  permission. 
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10 


J.  H.  K. 


mf^ut  n  mtff'tins  tmt  mil  fit. 


"  Gather  my  saints  together  unto  me."    Ps.  1.  5. 


J.  H.  KURZENKNABK* 


At  the  sounding  of  the  trumpet,  when  the  saints  are  gather'd  home,  We  will 
When  the  an-  gel  of  the  Lord  proclaims  that  time  shall  be  no  more,  We  shall 
At  the  great  and  fin  -  al  judgment,  when  the  hidden  comes  to  light,  When  the 
When  the  golden  harps  are  sounding,  and  the  an-  gel  bands  proclaim.  In  tri- 

-    -    -    -  -   -p-  fa-  ^tt.  - 


greet  each  other  by  the  crystal  sea,  crystal  j-^a,With  the  friends  and  all  the  lov'd  ones  there  a- 
gather,  and  the  saved  and  ransom'd  sqq, gladly  see,  Then  to  meet  again  together,  on  the 
Lord  in  all  his  glory  we  shall  see,  we  shall  see  ;  At  the  bidding  of  our  Saviour,  "Come,  ye 
umphant  strains  the  glorious  ']\ib\\QQ,  jubilee  ;  Then  to  meet  and  join  to  sing  the  song  of 
'  jf^        jf^  ^         _    _  JfSt^j^A 


waiting    us    to  come,  What  a  gath'ring  of  the  faith-  ful  that  will  be ! 

bright  ce-  lestial  shore.  What  a  gath'ring  of  the  faith-  ful  that  will  be  ! 

blessed,   to  my  right,"  What  a  gath'ring  of  the  faith- ful  that  will  be! 

Moses  and  the  Lamb,  What  a  gath'ring  of  the  faith- ful  that  will  be  I 


w  V  y 

What  a     gath    -       -  '    'ring,        '  gath       -       -     'ring,        At  the 

What  a    gath'ring  of  the  loved  ones  when  we'll  meet  with  one  an-  oth  -  er, 

'        ^      jfik,       _    _    _    _  H®- J^-J?:. 


.    ^  ^  r  ^  K  1^  1^ 

sounding  of  the  glorious  jubi-  lee  I  What  a  gath       -  rmg, 

ju-bi-  lee  I  What  a  gath'ring  when  the  friends  and  all  th« 
N    fS^        _     _         ^  Jfk  JfBt  JpL  Jp.  J^- 


1  fc/— ^—  -1^  1^  •  i/— 1^  I   ^  ' 


I  JS^      JBt -p.  Jfk  j^-Ml 


-p»-^-|g>-|g»-f@'-[^-|®-|®- 


From  "Song  Treasury,"  by  per. 


O  <S)  er)  (S>  O  C>)  CD 
DO    RE    MI    PA   SOL   LA  SI 


2I2^f)9^t  K  QSUt^^VittQy  ttt^ — CONCLUDED.  11 


gath  -  -  'ring,  What  a  gath'ring  of  the  faith-ful  that  will  be ! 
dear  ones  meet  each  oth  -  er, 

 .  -P-- 


There  is    a  word  whose  magic  thrill  Can  bid  the  troubled  heart  be  still ;  A 
There  is    a  name  that  charms  the  ear,  A  name  a-  bove  all  oth-  ers  dear,  The 
There  is    a  Friend  whose  constant  love  *Tis  ours  by  trusting  faith  to  prove  ;  A 
That  magic  word,  and  thought,  and  Friend  In  one  eternal  source  do  blend, — The 


^ 

1 — 

^l — 1 

41 

only  name  to  mortals  giv'n  By  which  the  soul  can  enter  heav'n,  That  precious  name 
friend  that  never  will  depart,  Nor  leave  the  tender,  clinging  heart,  That  precious  friend 
source  of  life's  unfailing  spring.The  rock  from  whence  our  joys  they  bring !  And  O  that  rock 


-lO- 


^    ^    i  ¥- 


Chorus. 


is   Je-s  us : — The  meek  and  lowly     Je-  sus,    The  sin-  for-  giv-  ing  Je  -  sus ; 


— o 

_2  O 

 w-s— © 

© — ^ 

 & 

4>l  . 

—  ^ 

Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J.  Hcx)d. 
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12  SJlie  S^^s^tns  ot  eott^ttej5it 

Rev.  E.  H.  Stokes,  D.D.  .         .         .       ,  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


-4= 


1.  They  come,  the   war      -      scarred  vet  rans  come,    .     .     .       With  bugle 

war-scarred  vet'    -   rans         come,       they  come, 

2.  They  come,  the    war       -      scarred  Christian  host,    .     .     .    From  mouutain, 
war-scarred  Chris    -   tian        host,they  come, they  come. 




 1  

r — 'r      feTi*  ^ 

32: 


blast       .       .     and  beat  of  drum,     .     ,       With  hearts  of  flame. 

With  bugle  blast  and  beat   of  drum,                     With  hearts  of  flame, 

vale,       .       ,     and  stormy  coast,                With  hearts  of  flame. 

From  mOj^tain,  vale,  and  stormy  coast.                      With  hearts  of  flame, 

 £^  O  O 


I 


rf-f-H 

 !  4-1- 

and  flash-ing   eye,    .       ,    Their  m( 

iasured  steps  .    .  go 

r 

firm-1] 

r  t 

and  flashing  eye,  go   firm   -   ly  by,  go  firmly  by. 

and  flashing   eye,    .       .    They  throng  the  path-   -   ways  to  the  sky. 

and  flashing  eye,  -  ways   to        the  sky,  to  the  sky. 


Chorus. 


^  g  ^   1      yi     *1  *1 

While  banners  float    ....         a-  bove  their  heads,    .    .    .     And  swing  of 
While  banners  float  a  -  bove  their  heads. 


con  "  -  -  ^  quest  marks  their  tread  :  While  banners  float  .  .  above  their 
And  swing  of  conquest  marks  their  tread,marks  their  tread  :         While  banners  float 


i 


m 
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heads,    .     .       The  swing  of  con  -  quest     marks     their       tread.    .  . 
a  -  bove  their  heads.  The  swing  of  conquest  marks  their  tread,marks  their  tread. 


la>- 


1  g 


TOT 


Emma  S.  Stilwexl. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


^ 

HP 

— 91 

i; 

1.  Help  me  to    sing      a  song  for    thee,     Saviour    mine,    Saviour  mine; 

2.  Help  me  to   sing      a  song  for    thee,     Saviour    mine,    Saviour   mine ; 


D,  C,    Help  me  to   sing      a  song  for  thee, 


Saviour  mine.  Saviour     mine ; 

Fine, 


To  sing  a 
A   song  of 


song  of  sa-cred  glee,  Saviour  mine,  Saviour  mine : 
ho   -   ly  ecs  -  ta  -  cy.         Saviour  mine,     Savour   mine : 


To  sing  a      song    of  sa-cred   glee.      Saviour    mine,    Saviour  mine. 

 .  .  .  _i  js_j  


song  of  thanks,  a  song  of  praise.  Of  thanks  and  praise,  of  thanks  and  praise ; 
song  of  peace,  a  song  of   love,      Of  peace  and  love,  of  peace  and    love ; 


-O-  -O-  -O-  -O- 


i^:-f»-:f*-: 


3^ 


1^ 


oh,  thou  lead'st  thro'  devious  ways  Thine  own,  dear  Lord,  thine  own ! 
song  the  wand'rer's  heart  to  move  T'ward  home,  dear  Lord,  t'ward  home 


Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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i      -oi-   -Sl-   ^   -O^  ^ 

a 

• 

— S= 

 o* — o — 

1.  Have  you  been     to  Je  -  sus 

2.  Are  you  walk  -  mg  dai  -  ly 

3.  When  the  Bridegroom  cometh, 
4«   Lay   a  -  side      the  garments 


the  cleansing 
by  the  Saviour's 
will  your  robes  be 
that  are  stained  with 


power?  Are  you 
side?     Are  you 
white,   Pure  and 
sin,     And  be 


washed  in  the  blood  of 

washed  in  the  blood  of 

white    in  the  blood  of 

washed  in  the  blood  of 


the  Lamb?  Are  you 
the  Lamb?  Do  you 
the  Lamb? Will  your 
the  Lamb? There's  a 


-o-  -o- 

ful  -  ly 
rest  each 
soul  be 
fountain 


trusting  in  his 

moment  in  the 

ready    for  the 

flowing  for  the 


e-_g_g. 


 ^ 

— d 

'  isl — 

<D 

Cru  -  ci  -  tied?  Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
mansions  bright,  And  be  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ? 
soul   un  -  clean,    O   be  washed  in  the  blood    of    the  Lamb ! 


m  j 

»  1 

m — ] 

»  1 

— 

9 — 

a— J  ^  



\/ — ^ 

! 

/ — 

U — 1 

— iT^ 

f 

washed 
Are  5 

— 3^0 

in  the  bio 
rou  washed 

r  s» •  Is* 

 s-i- 

od,        In  the  s< 
in  the  blood 

— h— 

3ul-cleansing  b 

J — € 

Lood 

J— oL 

of  the 

k 

Lar 
c 

1 

nb? 

)f  the  Lamb  ? 
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Are  your  garments  spotless?  Are  they  white  as  snow?  Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the 


By  permission. 
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Mart  D.  James.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  Oh,  bles  -  sed  fel  -  low  -  ship  di  -  vine  I  Oh,  joy  su-preme-ly  sweet ! 

2.  I'm  walk-ing  close  to    Je  -  sus'  side,  So  close  that   I    can  hear 

3.  I'm  lean  -  ing  on    his    lov  -  ing  breast,  A  -  long  life's   wear-y  way; 

4.  I    know    his  shelt'-ring  wings  of  love  Are  al  -  ways  o'er  me  spread 


Com- 
The 
My 
And 


r'  r  r 

m-i — 

m — 1 

^— 1  ; — 

'p-  i:  r  r'l 

ft  • 

1  H- 

pan -ion -ship  with  Je  -  sus  here  Makes  life  with  bliss  re  -  plete.  Ih 

soft  -  est  whisp  -  ers  of    his  love,     In     fel  -  low  -  ship   so     dear,  And 

path,    il  -  lum  -  ined  by    his  smiles,  Grows  bright-er  day  by    day.  No 

tho*  the  storms  may  fierce-ly    rage.  All  calm  and  free  from  dread,  My 

J.J. jLjl^  rr^^' 


m 


un  -  ion  with  the  pur  -  est  one  I  find  my  heav'n  on  earth  be  -  gun. 
feel  his  great,  al  -  might  -  y  hand  Pro-  tects  me  in  this  hos  -  tile  land, 
foes,  no  woes  my  heart  can  fear,  With  my  al  -  might  -  y  Friend  so  near, 
peace -ful  spir  -  it  ev  -  er  sings  "I'll  trust  the  cov  -  ert    of    thy  wings.' 


Ci 

lORU 
— -0 

s. 

 — 0 

— « 

-0 

— M»  0 — 0 

Oh,  wond-rous  bliss  1  oh,  joy  sub-lime!  I've  Je  -  sus  with   me   all   the  time. 


3^ 


Oh,  wond-rous  bliss !  oh,  joy  sub- lime!  I've  Je-sus  with  me    all   the  time. 

_g_,l8-  J  J,   


5 


By  permission. 
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Josephine  Pollard.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 

.   ^|  ^>  h  h  Mj      nI  .        i    |  ,j: 

1.  iTave  work  enough  to  do  Ere  the  sun     goes   down,  For  myself  and  kindred 

2.  I  must  speak  the  loving  word  Ere  the  sun  goes   down  ;  I  must  let  my  voice  be 

3.  As  I  journey  on  my  way,  Ere  the  sun    goes  down,  God's  commands  I  must  o- 
,  Ere  the  sun,  ere  the  sun  goes  down. 


ngtf  w  

too,  Ere  the  sun     goes    down.    Every    idle    v/hisper   stilling,  With  a 
heard  Ere  the  sun      goes    down ;    Every   cry   of    pity    heeding,   For  the 
bey,  Ere  the  sun      goes    down.  There  are  sins  that  need  confessing.  There  are 


1/  U  _  ,  _ 

purpose  firm  and  willing  All  my  daily  tasks  fulfilling,  Ere  the  sun  goes  down, 
injured  in-ter-ced-ing,  To  the  light  the  lost  ones  leading,  Ere  the  sun  goes  down  I 
wrongs  that  need  redressing,  If  I  would  obtain  the  blessing  Ere  the  sun  goes  down. 

Ere  the  sun,  ere  the  sun  goes  down. 
O  p-  ~ 


Chorus. 


I 


5fc 


32: 


goes    down,     Ere  the  sun  goes  down, 


1  T 

Ere  the  sun 


P  * 

 =1  

— 

a-=  1 
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U — It—^ 

I  must   do  my    dai-  ly  du  -  ty     Ere  the  sun 


goes  down. 

goes  down. 


=tz= 
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Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


3 


1.  Be  -  hold   all     a-round,  what   a  won  -  der-  ful  sight!  The  fields  to  the 

2.  Ye     loit-'rers,    a-  wake !  for    on      ev     -    'ry  hand  The  white  fields  are 

3.  The  v.  hcr.t  thai  should  now  in  the    gar-  ner  be  stored,  And  read-  y  for 

4.  Oh,  Christian,  look  out  on  that  num-  berless  throng,  To  cer-tain     de  - 

p_g_ 


5 


3: 


har  -  vest     al  -  read  -  y  are  white,  And  Je  -  sus     is     say    ing  to 

wav  -  ing     all      o  -    ver  the  land ;  No    long  -  er  stand     i  -  die,  but 

use     in      the    house  of  the   Lord,  Is     stand-  ing  unreaped,  and  may 

struction  they     hast  -  en  a  -  long ;  And     if    in    that   mul  -  ti  -  tude 


"r~Tr 

P  r  H 


I  Q*  S — N — I.,  ,  ^— 


m 


me    and    to  you,  The  har  -  vest    is  plenteous,  the     lab'rers    are  few. 

work  as  you  pray,  Oh,  Lord   of    the  harvest,   send    lab'rers     to  -  day. 

per  -  ish    at    last  I  Ye    reap-  ers    for    Je  -  sus,  make  haste,  oh,  make  haste  I 

loved  ones  you  see,  Now  save  them,  and  thus    a  true     la  -  bor  -  er  be. 


-ps- 


Reap  to-day,  reap  to-day,  Go  reap  to-day,  for  the  fields  are  all  white ; 
Go  reap  go  reap 


Reap  to-day,  reap  to-day.  For  no  one  can  work  in  the  on-  coming  night. 
Go  reap  go  reap 


EC 


V  1/  ^ — ^ 
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Rev,  Joseph  H.  Martin,  Geo.  C.  Hugg. 


[# 

 =31  i  3—  ' 

 U— 

~ — ^ 

,  I.  Je- sus,  precious  un- to  me,  I  am  cleaving,  Lord,  to  thee; 
ow  y.      When  temptations  me  as  -  sail,    Let  them  not,  O  Christ,  pre  -  vail ; 


3.  Make  me  victor      o  -  ver    sin.  Doubts  and  fears,  and  lusts  vi^ith-  in ; 

4.  Jesus,     be  my    constant  guide,    Till  I     cross  to    Canaan's  side, 


|0     |9  ... 

^  * 

-r-r— 

i- 

:     1  1  

-d 

/ — 

i — \  1 



^^^^ 
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Dear-er  far  than  all  be  -  side. 
Be    my   helper,    strength,  and  stay, 


Keep  me,  Sa-viour,  near  thy  side. 
Lead  me     in  the     narrow  way. 


All  my  foes  with  shame  con  -  found 
Land  me  safe-  ly       on      its    shore ; 


Let  me  be  with  triumph  crov/ned. 
I    will  praise  thee   ev  -  er  -  more. 


Chorus. 


3: 


:3; 


i 


Let  my  heart  more    steadfast  prove.  Fill  me    full  of       faith  and  love. 


r  3  , 

4^ 

1 

Let  my  heart  more    steadfast  prove,  Fill  me 


full  of       faith  and  love. 


— _ — __  -_  — 

—J  1 

— 
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From     Little  Sower."  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatkick. 


1.  Tho'  oft'  mine  eyes  with  wond'ring  gaze  The  works  of  God  may  see, 

2.  When  burden'd  with  a  sense  of    sin,      I      to     his  cross  will  flee, 


3.  The  world  may  lure  me  with  its  smiles,  Its    shal  -  low  -  ness   I       see  ; 

4.  On    God    I'll  cast  my    ev  -  'ry  care,  To    him     I     bow  the  knee. 


^2 


— — ^  

m 

 — 1  r       1  IT      —                                        ■  1  1  
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No  work  can  e'er  with  this  compare,  Je  -  sus  has  died  for  me. 
.And  plead  for  grace,  and  peace  with-in.     For  Je  -  sus  died    for  me. 


Its  snares  shall  ne'er  my  soul  be-guile.  Since  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 
To  him    my  ev'  -  ry    want    de-clare,   For  Je  -  sus  died   for  me. 


mizm. 


Refrain. 


Je-  sus  has  died    for  me, 


Suf-fer'd  up  -  on     the      tree  ; 


I'm 


 .   ^   ^  — Pf  f>  1- 

^^^^^^ 


Je-  sus  has  died  for  me, 


Suf-fer'd  up  -  on     the      tree  ; 


I'm 


A— A-4 


— ^ — ^- 


•g — 


saved  by  his  blood,  redeemed  unto  God,  For  Je  -  sus  has  died  for  me. 


.  s — 

1  fV-i 

m 

— 0 

saved  by  his  blood,  redeemed  unto  God,  For  Je  -  sus  has  died  for  me. 


mi 


— — ^- 


i 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  What !  sit  -  ting  at  ease  when  there's  work  to  be  done !  The  best  of  the 

2.  What !  sit  -  ting  at  ease,  leaving    oth-  ers    the   toil      Of  training  the 

3.  What !  sit  -  ting  at  ease,  when  a     burden   of    care    Our  brother  has 

4.  No     long  -  er  at  ease    we    are    folding  our  hands,  But,  willinsf  to 


■T  1 

=8 

—1-8 

-i 

vineyard  and  till  -  ing  the  soil ;  This  truth  in 
borne  we  might  help  him  to  bear ;  Oh,  let  us 
do    what  the  Saviour  commands,     We'll  work  till 

3?:  It: 


our  mind  let  us 
be  earnest,  and 
the  har  -  vest,  then 


— r-t — r-^ 

1 

forth  in  the  sky ;  What !  sitting  at  ease  and  the  har-  vest  so  nigh ! 
con-  stant-  ly  keep,  From  seed  that  we  scat  -  ter  the  fruit  we  shall  reap, 
work  while  we  may,  The  Mas-  ter     is    call-  ing,     a  -  rise  and    a  -  way. 

hand-  ful    of  leaves. 


H  \  1  

^^  ^ 

-i — 1 — 

ie  St 

J 

\^ 

-r-  1 — \ — 

A  

Chorus. 


i 


3S 


I 

O    look  on    the  fields,  that  al  -read  -  y 


m 


r  I    I L   L   "  I U 


are  white  ;  The  Lord  hath  com 


mand-ed  t 

r  r  f 

 1  — .  4i 

0  work     in     the  light; 

Be  - 

 — — ■  

ware  lest,    in  -  stead     of  the 

1  ^  p  g  f  ^  i  1 
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^^^^^^^ 


bright,  golden  sheaves,  We  bring  to    him    on  -  ly     a       hand-ful    of  leaves. 


f>   f>  ft 


i 


■jig^    .  I  '         tf%  m   


Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock. 

lb: 


*'  Watch  and  pray,  lest  ye  enter  into  temptation," 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Sen  -  try,  at    the  port-  al  keep       Care  -  ful  watch  while  others  sleep, 

2.  Migh-  ty    is   the  tempter's  power.  Watch  and  pray  through  peril's  hour, 

3.  Keep  the  in-  ner  tem-ple  fair.      Guard     it  well  by  constant  prayer ; 


Through  the  long  and  weary  night, 
Lest  th'  in-vad-ing  host  of  sin 
Trust    in  God,  whate'er  be  -  tide 

^    ^'  ^ 


Till  the  morning's  wel-  come  light. 
At    the  gate  should  en  -  ter  in. 
So  shalt  thou  in  peace    a  -  bide. 


am  -  bush  lie ; 


— — — ^ 

r^\> —  & —  — y  &  1 
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Guard  the    entrance,    all  is 


lost 


If 


m 


you  slumber    at    your  post. 

-f>-r  ^  ^=^33^1 
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Mrs.  Helen  E.  Brown. 


Robert  Edwards. 


-IS 


4-H- 


1.  Day  and  night  my 

2.  Glo  -  ry    to  the 

3.  Sa  -  tan  all  in 

4.  All    around  me 


heart  is  shouting,  Hca- 

blood  of  j€  -  sus,  Hea- 

vain  de-fies    me,  Hea- 

light  is     shining,  Hea- 


ven 
ven 
ven 
ven 


be -gun;  No  more 
be  -  gun ;  Plunged  be- 
be  -  gun  ;  Christ  him- 
be-gun;     No  more 


fears  and  no  more  doubting, Christ  and  I  are  one.  He  has  touch'd  my  wounded  spirit- 
neath  the  blood  so  precious,  Christ  and  I  are  one.  Once  unclean  I  am  novv  whiter 
self  with  strength  supplies  me,Christ  and  I  are  one.  He  de  -  liv  -  ers  from  temptation, 
wear-  isome  re  -  pin-ing,  Christ  and  I  are  one.   On  my  soul  the  sun  has  ris-  en, 


Healed  my  sin-sick  soul ;  By  his  all  -  suf  -  fi-cient  mer  -  it  Made  me  clean  and  whole. 
Than  the  driven  snow;  Faith  and  sweet  affections  brighter  eve  -  ry  moment  grow. 
Sin's    a  conquered  foe,  Christ  my  song  and  my  sal- va-tion,  Everywhere  I  go. 
That  shall  set  no  more ;    In     a  pal  -  ace  or  a  pris  -  on    I  have  bliss  in  store. 


Glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry,   Hea- ven    is     vbe  -  gun  ; 


lu  -  jah,  hal  -  le  -  lu- jah,  Christ  and  I 

£:  &  f: 


are  one. 


,  are  one. 


5  Peace  flows  through  me  like  a  river, 
Pleaven  is  begun ; 
For  the  King,  the  royal  giver, 
Christ  and  I  are  one. 


By  permission. 


All  he  has  is  mine  forever, 

Nothing  is  denied, 
From  the  Bridegroom  nought  can  sever 

The  accepted  bride. 
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1.  Al  -  most  saved,  al  -  most  saved,  So  near   sal  -  va  -  tion's   o  -  pen  gate  ;  Where 

2.  Al  -  most  saved,  al  -  most  saved,  Within   the   sight  of  Christ  and  heaven.With 

3.  Al  -  most  saved,  al  -  most  saved.  But  lost  while  love  beams  from  on  high  !  While 


1®- 


J3: 


i 


2 


mer-cy  calls,  in  tones  of  love,  Come  in,  no  long  -  er 
gracious  helps  and  woo-ings  oft'  By  God's  own  Spir  -  it 
Je  -  sus    pleads,  in   tend  -  er  tones,  Oh,  soul,   why  wilt  thou 


wait ! 
given, 
die? 


Chorus. 


Almost  saved  ;  why  perish  ?  why  ?  When  Christ  and  heaven  are  so  nigh  ?  One 


step  and  end  -  less  life's  be  -  gun ;  One 


step  and  heav  -  en's  bliss    is    won  ! 


 '   \^  M  ^ — 1  '  1 


3 


Oh. 


take  that  one  step  now!    Oh,      take    that  one  step  now! 


0— 

-1 — f^-^ 
1 

0  10  

1  ^ — L 

4  Almost  saved,  almost  saved, 

Thy  feet  so  near  the  threshold  wait ; 
The  gracious  invitation  sounds 
,  Still  from  the  open  gate. 
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Almost  saved,  almost  saved, 

Come  in,  imperil  not  thy  soul ; 
Oh,  do  not  linger  on  the  brink, 
And  fail  to  reach  the  goal. 
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f^o'ss)  tun  X  la^t  toitftottt  3tm0. 


"  Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of  the  world." — Ma.rk  xxviii.  20. 
**  Without  me  ye  can  do  nothing." — Jn.  xv.  5. 
Mrs.  Emma  Pitt.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1  1  i^-_f\— N— J 

— t-% 

-1  \  - 

L^-r-«  i— 

-0- 

— ^  \j 

1.  How  can  I  live  without  Je-sus?   My  Rock  and  my  Fortress  is    he;  I'm 

2.  How  can  I  bear  without  Je  -  sus   The  storms  that  encompass  me  here?  For 

3.  How  can  I  hope  without  Je-sus,    For  he  is  my  bright  Morning  Star  ?  His 

4.  How  can  I    die   without  Je  -  sus?  He'll  be  with  meim-to   the    end;  He 


_«i — ^ — pi_ 


-^1— — 0- 


9-  -i>- 


-(iil-r- 


trusting  a-  lone  in  his   mer  -  cy ;   He    ev-  er  my  Saviour  will  be, 
tho'  in  the  darkest  mid  -  o  -  cean,  He  speaks,  "  It  is  I,    do   not  fear." 
blood  that  hath  bought  my  salvation,  Brought  me  nigh  who  once  wasa-far, 
ncv-  er  will  leave  nor  forsake  me.   My    loving,  un-  change-a-  ble  Friend. 


|9    '  p — 


r* — O — *- 

I     I  t 


h  r  r  l^ 


-a — c\ — d- 


 -A- 

-&  1 


How  can  I  live,  hovy  can  I 
How  can  I  live?  how  can  I 
How  can  I  hope,  how  can  I 
How  can  I   die,    how  can  I 


■L_L— L 


live,    How  can  I  live 
work?  How  can  I  bear 
hope,  How  can  I  hope 
die,     How  can  I  die 


without 
without 
without 
without 


Je 

Je 
Je 


SUS  ? 

sus? 

SUS  ? 

sus  ? 

-t:— 

-I  r, 


He    is    my  Rock,  He  is  my  Hope  1  How  can  I  live  without  Je  -  sus? 

He  is  my  Strength,  Comfort  and  Song  1  How  can  I  bear  without  Je  -  sus  ? 

His  blood  alone  can  guilt  a-  tone;    How  can  I  hope  without  Je  -  sus? 

Je  "  sus,  my  Rock!  Je-sus,  my  Hope  I  How  can  I  die    without  Je  -  sus? 
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Edgar  Page.  "  He  shall  gir/e  thee  the  desires  of  thine  hearty  Jno.  R.  SwEim^ 


^   1    1  1 

--N  ^  1  

r^—^—\.  h 

*  ! 

-^-r~^  ^  *H 

# 

Tt — f 

1.  I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine,  And  all  its    rich-  es    free-  ly  mine; 

2.  My  Saviour  comes  and  walks  with  me.  And  sweet  communion  here  have  we; 

3.  A  sweet  perfume  up  -  on  the  breeze  Is  borne  from  ev-er  -  ver-  nal  trees, 

4.  The  zephyrs  seem  to    float  to  me  Sweet  sounds  of  heaven's  mel-  o  -  dy, 

'    ^    '  - — ^ —  1   I— — g — f— ^ 

Here  shines  undimm'd  one  blissful  day,  For  all  my  night  has  pass'd  a  -  way. 
He  gen-  tly  leads  me  by  his  hand,  For  this  is  heav-  en's  border  -  land. 
And  flowers,  that  never-  fad-  ing  grow  Where  streams  of  life  for-  ev  -  er  flow. 
As  angels  with  the  white-robed  throng  Join  in  the  sweet  re  -  demption  song. 


„                  -ff-   -f-:  *  *  -^^  H 

-«-•-)« — 1« — F— 

-1 — ' 

Fi^— F— 1- 

— 1 

#  ^  ^  

Chor 

us. 

r-N  b— 1  J-n 

^  1  ^  ^ 

ft,          1  , 

b  1 

— »^ — i;  

§^ 

0 

Beu-lah  Land,  swee 

— # — « — *— 

■t  Beulah  Land,  As 

— 1^  . 

on 

thy  high-«st 

*^    J  : 

mount  I  stand. 

stJ  

-I  — 

-r"-g  r  « 

Ly  g  j  

-g-f  r 

^.  ^1  11 

r-^  N  1  (- 

• 

I 

ook   a  -  way   a  - 

rf :  f  f  f  1 

cross  the  sea,  Wher 

-1 — 1 — h — ^ 

i  mansions  are  pre- 

^  ^ 

-J«-i— «  «  P 

pared  for  me, 

^  ^  1  1 

 V 

And  v 

— «H 

iew  the  shin-  ing 

^lo-ry  shore, — My  ] 

i-W  Jl>  

leav'n,  my  home,  for 

rf  f  '  t-. 

ev  -  er-more ! 

f 
f 

^^^^ 

1    1  1 

From  **  Goodly  PearU 

Ft  rt  r 

26         wt'vt  ^nv^ins  to  Zion. 

I.  Watts.  Rev.  R.  Lowry. 


love  the  Lord,  And 
fuse  to  sing  Who 
Zi  -  on  yields  A 
songs  abound,  And 


our 
nev  -  er 
thousand 
ev  -  ery 


joys  be 
knew  our 
sa  -  cred 
tear  be 


known,  Join 

God ;  But 

sweets,  Be 

dry;  We're 


 1 

Vr- 



— ^  ^- 

^=r^^  .  - 

— M 

& — ^ — jj — 

4-4 

— « — S 

WW- 


in       a  song  with  sweet  accord,   Join  in      a  song  with  sweet  accord,  And 
children    of     the   heavenly  King,  But  children    of     the  heavenly  King,  May 
fore  we  reach  the   heavenly  fields,  Be  -  fore  w^e  reach  the  heavenly  fields,  Or 
marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground,  We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground,  To 


— — .1 — ^ — 1^ 


-0-4 


2ZI 


3^ 




thus  surround 
speak  their  joys 
walk    the  gold  - 
fair  -  er  worlds 


thus 
speak 
walk 
fair 


g — 


sur 
their 
the 
er 


round 

joys 

gold  - 
worlds 


the  throne.  And 
abroad,  May 
en  streets.  Or 
on    high,  To 


the  throne, 

a  -  broad, 

en  streets, 

on  high. 


Cho 

1  ^ 

RU3. 

1  ^  

1  U 

1  ,  -T— A  1 

I  t 

=^  : 

— ^ — ^-"8 

— ^1 — 

marching  on 


N     S  1 

 i»9  » 

4^ 

on, 

Zi  -  on,  Zi-  on, 


1 


O  CS)  CD  <S>  CO  ^ 
DO    RE     MI    FA   SOL  LA  SI 


^  'k* 


By  permission  of  Messrs.  Biglow  &  Main. 


Priscilla  J.  Owens.  Wm.  J .  Kirkpatrick. 


-oL  -cJ-  -0-0-  -|0-    -O'-  -Gh  -JO- 

1.  The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus,  Jesus  for  all  the  world,  Speed,  message,  o'er  the 

2.  The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus,  This  be  our  glorious  aim,  Rest  not  and  keep  not 

3.  The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus,  Our  toil  shall  never  cease.  Till  o'er  the  voice  of 


bil  -  low  By  o-cean  breez-es  curled  ;  Lo,  where  his  step  i^  shak  -  ing,  The 
si  -  lence,  But  still  his  truth  pro  -  claim  O'er  eve-ry  land  shall  bright  -  en  The 
tu  -  mult  His  voice  shall  whis-per  "  peace,"  Till  eve-ry  heart  is   own  -  ing  His 


idols  downward  hurled !  The  distant  lands  awaking,  Pray,  Christ  for  all  the  world, 
cross  our  flag  unfurled.  And  all  the  gloom  enlighten  With  Christ  for  all  the  world. 


0- 

^  1 
S) — 

0— 

0 — 1* — p- — 

1  ' 

Chorus. 
Key  of  F. 


i 


The  whole  wide  world    for    Je  - 

— !•  »  »— +■ 


sus.  Hail,  hail  th'  ap  -  proach  -  ing  day, 


1 — t- 


I  II 


m 


When    all     be  -  low    the   Lord  shall  know  And  own   his   sovereign  sway. 
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^nntins  tot  tRt>tt* 


**  As  the  hart  panteth  after  the  water  brooks,  so  panteth  my  soul  after  thee,  O  God." 
Psalm  xUi.  i. 

.  A.  Jones.  Wm.  J,  Kirkpatrick. 


5 


I 

1.  As  doth  hart,   in     thirst  -  y  lands,  Quick-ly     to     the    brook-lets  flee, 

2.  When  my  soul  is      bow  -  ed  down,  And  thy  waves  come   o  -    ver  me, 

3.  When  my  days  are     full     of  joy,    Love,  and  hope,  and  health- ful  glee; 

4.  When  I  come    to     heav  -  en's  gate,   Where  my  Saviour      I     can  see ; 


^ — ^ 

s  P  f-=-f  1 

%— 

-1  -f- 

\ — I 

}- 

So      my   soul     in     des  -  ert  stands,  Panting,  my   God,  for  thee. 

Let    me     ev  -  er-  more    be  found  Panting,  my   God,  for  thee. 

Keep  me  then,   lest  plea-sures  cloy.  Panting,  my  God,  for  thee. 

Let    me  share  that  bless-  ed    state.  Panting,  O  God,  for  thee. 


!S — ^ — 1 

1     u  I 

— 1 

^ — ^ — 
— ^ — 1 

Refrain. 


-^-itp- 

—as — tfar" 


Pant    -     ing    for  thee, 
Panting  for  thee,  panting  for  thee 


Pant     -     ing  for  thee; 

Panting,  O  God,  for     thee ; 

Pant     -       ing,  yes,    panting  for  thee ; 
.            .  ^B.  ^  H«. 


^ 

--P5^  v  \  f^— J  ^    1  _  1  ^  hr 

^ — ^  ^ 

Here  my   thirst  -  y 

P  f — P  

1                      -5-   -g-  -^^-^ 

spir  -  it    waits,  Pant-  ing,   O    God,   for  thee. 

-0- 

4  ^  fl^^  J  ^      0    ^  •  g  ^  hr 

^—-^  -U — !-  U— 

^  b — \ — ^ — ^ — ^ — t — ^^-"r^ — 
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Jno.  R.  Swenby. 


'  As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams, When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  pants  my  soul,  O  Lord,  for  thee,  And       .       .       .        thy  refreshing 

'  For  thee,  my  God,  the  living  God,  My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine; 
Oh,  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face,  Thou       ,       ♦       .       .  Ma-  jesty  Di- 


grace. 

vine  ? 


J 


jt  it 


1 


Chorus. 


r  'I 


h  h  N  :^ 


As  pants  the  hart       .       .       for    cool-  ing  streams,       .       .  So  pants  my 
As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  strearns, 


1  ^ 


-V— t,'    1/  -V- 


soul,       .       .       O  Lord,  for  thee ;    .    .      As  pants  the  hart    .    .     for  cooling 
So  pants  my  soul,  O  Lord,  for  thee  ;  As  pants  the  hart 


A  p 

 1 — t/  ■  1 

  1  M 



^^^^^^ 


streams, 


for  cooling  streams, 


So   pants  my  soul, 


So  pants  my  soul, 


O  Lord,  for  thee. 


r-^  4- 

5= 

^— f— r— K=£=|:f 

 I'- 

3  I  sigh  to  think  of  happier  days, 
When  thou,  O  Lord,  wast  nigh, 
When  ev'ry  heart  was  tuned  to  praise. 
And  none  more  blest  than  I, 


4  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul? 
Trust  God,  and  thou  shalt  sing 
His  praise  again,  and  find  him  still 
Thy  health's  eternal  spring. 


Copyright,  1878,  by  John  R.  Sweney. 
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Rev.  Joseph  H.  Martin. 


Psalm  xxiii. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 

 I  I  ' 


i 


1.  The  Lord 

2.  Whenev  ■ 


is  my  shep 
er  I  wan 


-  herd,  my  keep 
der,  and  leave 


.  the 


and 
true 


The  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  my  keeper  and  guide, 
When-ev-  er     T    wander,  and  leave  the  true  way. 


The  Lord  is  my  shepherd. 
When-  ev-  er     I    wan-  der, 


my 

and 


he'll  sup  -  ply, 
a  lost  sheep 


o- 

and  for 
from  the 


keeper  and  guide, 
leave  the  true  way. 


My 
And 


wants  he'll  supply,  and  for 
like     a     lost  sheep  from  the 


me  he'll  provide, 
flock  go  a  -  stray, 


My 

And 


3 


me  . 

flock 


wants  he'll  supply,  and  for 
like  a  lost  sheep  from  the 


he'll  pro  -   vide  ; 
go    a   -    stray ; 


me  he'll  provide  ; 
flock  go  a  -  stray  ; 


In 
My 

In 
My 


midst 
soul 


of  green 
he    re  - 


midst  of  green  pastures  he 
soul  he     re-stores   to  the 


-^jSi-"jgi^§i 


j®— — p 


— o 

o    J  1 

pas       -       tures  he  makes    .    .     me  to  lie,    ...  Be 

stores     .    .     to  the  path     .    .     that  is  right,    .     .  He 

makes  me  to  He,          In  midst  of  green  pastures  he  makes  me  to  lie.  Be 

path  that  is  right,        My  soul  he    restores   to    the  path  that  is  right.  He 


Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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side    .    .    .  the  still   wa       -       ters  that  gen    -    -     tly  pass  by. 

leads    .    .     me  in    safe    -     -     ty,    I      walk    .    ,     in  his    light.  . 

side  the  still  waters  that  gently  pass  by,       That  gendy,  that  gendy  pass    by.    .  , 

leads  me  in  safety,     I  walk  in  his  light,        In     safety  I    walk  in  his    light.  .  . 


My     Shepherd  will    provide,    what  -  ^y-  er    may  be  -  tide ;    I     am  se 


i 


12-:  ^: 


i 


==]: 


cure,  for    his    prom-  ise 


1®- — J®  (®— 


The  Lord 
-O-  . 


will 


pro  -  vide. 


3  When  called  to  surrender  my  faltering  breath, 
And  pass  through  the  vale  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
The  presence  of  Jesus  will  brighten  the  tomb. 
With  hope  and  with  gladness  dispelling  its  gloom. 

With  gladness  dispelling  its  gloom 

4  For  me  his  free  bounty  a  table  has  spread ; 

And  blessings  unmeasured  he  pours  on  my  head ; 
My  cup  with  abundance  and  joy  overflows ; 
He  dries  all  my  tears,  and  he  heals  all  my  woes. 

He  heals  all  my  woes,  all  my  woes. 

5  His  goodness  and  mercy  shall  crown  all  my  days, 

My  mouth  shall  be  filled  with  thanksgiving  and  praise ; 
I'll  dwell  in  his  temple  of  glory  above. 
And  sing  evermore  of  his  grace  and  his  love. 

And  sing  of  his  grace  and  his  love. 


 1— 

— 1  ^  — ! 

 ol  ol  o — 

tt 

V 

— « 

=^ 

There  are 


7  Let  him  that  heareth  come, 

8  And  he  that  is  thirsty  come. 


hov-'ring  round.  There  are  an  -  gels   hov'ring  round, 

2  To  carry  the  tidings  home, 
^-     3  To  the  New  Jerusalem. 
[7  +  4  Weareonour  journey  home. 
'"TT"  5  Poor  sinners  are  coming 
home, 

gels  hov'ring  round.    6  And  Jesus  bids  them  come. 

9  And  whosoever  will  may  come. 
10  There's  glory  all  around  I 


32 


iFttll  Bnwmt^tv. 

*  We  have  left  all  and  followed  thee." — Mark  x.  28. 


m 

1         ^  1 

-  -Sl-  -«l  -oL 

"f* — 

Lord,    I  make  a  full 

Lord,   I  bring  my  whole 

Lord,  my  will  I  here 

Lord,  my  life  I  lay 


sur-  ren-  der.   All    I     yield     to  thee ; 

af  -  fec-tion,  Claim  it    for    thme  own  ; 

pre-sent  thee,  Now  no     long  -  er  mine  ; 

be-  fore  thee,  Hear  the    sa  -  cred  vow  ! 


mJLa  u-i 

f»  r 

^ — ' 

1* — ' 

m  1  m^^i9 — -r 

I 

^  1  u 

t — ^ 

N 

For    thy  love,  so  great  and  ten  -   der,  Asks    the  gift     of  me. 

Safe  -  ly  kept  by  thy     pro-  tec  -  tion.  Fixed  on  thee     a  -  lone. 

Let     no    e  -  vil  thing  pre-  vent     me   Blending     it    with  thine. 

All  thine  own  I  now     re  -  store  thee,  Thine  for-  ev  -    er  now. 


Size: 


Chorus. 


h,  1 — 1 

  1  .. 

— — ol — 0 

 L-oi-: — 

1 — cy — 0 

Dear     Sav- iour,  re  -  ceive    me;        Thou,     Ho  -  ly   One,    bless  me: 


Here  I 


ful  -  ly     sur  -  ren  -  der 


All,      all  to 


-o- 

thee 


5  Blessed  Spirit,  thou  hast  brought  me 
Thus  my  all  to  give ; 
For  the  blood  of  Christ  has  bought  me, 
And  by  faith  I  live. 


6  Show  thyself,  O  God  of  power, 
My  unchanging  Friend  ; 
Keep  me  till,  in  death's  glad  hour, 
Faith  in  sight  shall  end. 
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**  The  path  of  the  just  is  as  the  shining  light,  that  shineth  more  and  more  unto  the  perfect  day." 

Prov.  iv.  i8. 

Chester  E.  Pond.  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


2.  My  peace  like  a  river  grows  deeper  and  deeper,  And  greater  and  greater  my 

3.  My  faith  in  my  Saviour  grows  stronger  and  stronger,  As  closer  and  closer  I 

4.  My  vis-  ions  of  glo-  ry  grow  clearer  and  clearer,  As  fuller  and  full-  er  I'm 


love  in  my  soul ;  My  cares  and  temptations  grow  lighter  and  lighter,  And 

trust  in  the  Lord;  My  joy  -  ful  communion  grows  sweeter  and  sweeter.  And 

walk  by  his  side  ;  My  song  of  thanksgiving  grows  longer  and  long-er,  As 

filled  with  his  love  ;  The  mu-  sic  of  heaven  grows  nearer  and  near-  er,  As 

D.S»  Oh,  prais-  es  for  ev  -  er  !  my  path-way  grows  brighter,  As 


dear-er  and  dear-  er  my  Sav-iour's  control.  Yes,  life-work  grows  easy,  and  its 
rich-  er  and  rich-  er  the  mine  of  the  Word, 
far-ther  and  far-ther  I      follow  His  guide, 
high-  er  and  high-  er  I'm  looking  a-  bove. 


1r  J, 

ra-  pid  -  ly  on-  ward  to   glo-  ry     I  go. 


D.S.  ;8; 


con-  quer  each  foe ; 


burdens  grow  lighter,  As     dai  -  ly  thro'  Je-  sus  I 


•t— t- 
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^ovt  nntf  tnott  it  B>f>tnttf). 


The  path  of  the  just  is  as  the  shining  light,  that  shineth  more  and  irtore  unto  the  perfect  day. 
Mary  D.James.  PR.iv.i8.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick, 


4- 


i 


Yes,  more  and  more  it  shin-eth, 
Oh,  blest,  re  -  ful-gent  Sun!  oh, 
Sometimes  the  way  is  rough,  but 
The  path    il  -  lu mined  thus  by 


more  .  and  more.  The  path  that  leads  to 
glo    -    rious  light,  That  sheds  its  lus-tre 

al  -  ways  bright.  Made  cheerful  by  the 
Christ-^  the  Light  of  earth  and  heav'n— is 


53 


It 


 1 

— 1 — 

~A — 1- 

m 

-J  9         9  9  

yon-  der  bright  E-  ly 

s  -  ian 

shore ; 

For  more  and  more  celes-  tial  j 

junbeams 

down  on  us  from  Zi  -  on's  height !  It  pierces  thro'  the  clouds  of  grief  and 
Sun's  un-fail  -  ing,  hallowed  light,  As  upward  hap-  py  pil  -  grims  journey 
ev  -  er  growing  still  more  bright.  Till  time,  and  eartli.  and  clouds  have  passed  a- 


From  Him,  the  source  of  end  -less    life  and  light  di  -  vine. 

And  gloom  is  brightened  when  this    radiant  Sun    ap  -  pears. 

With  songs  of    ev  -   er  -  last-  ing   joy,  to  Zi  -  on's  hill. 

When  merged  at  last    in  heaven's  unend-ing  Per  -  feet    Day  ! 


± 


5 


path  grows  brighter  all  the  heav'nward  way ; 

 f-nji 


Oh,  the  path  grows 


EE 


J — I- 


brighter.  While  on  earth  we  stay ;  More  and  more  it  shineth,  more  and  ij^re  it 


1 
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shin 


eth,  More  and  more    it    shin  -  eth,  to    the  per  -  feet  day. 

perfect,  perfect  day. 


-i  

Rev.  W.  H.  BURRELL. 


'montftttul  HSVUtt. 


-Jc  


Rev.  I.  Baltzell. 


1.  'Tis  graee  !  'tis  graee  !  'tis  wonderful  grace  !  This  great  salva-  tion     brings  ! 

2.  'Tis  grace  !  'tis  grace  !  'tis  wonderful  grace  !  That  saves  the  soul  from  sin  ; 

3.  'Tis  grace !  'tis  grace  !  'tis  wonderful  grace  !  Its  streams  are  full  and     free  ; 

4.  'Tis  grace  !  'tis  grace  !  'tis  wonderful  grace  !  Which  bears  the  soul  a  -  bove; 


f  f  f  f 


f—f-f- 


1  b  I 


The  soul,  de  -  liv  -  er'd      of      its  load,   In  sweet-est    rapture  sings. 
The  power  of    ris  -  ing      e    -  vil  slays,  And  reigns  supreme  with  -  in. 
Are  flow-  ing  now  for      all     the   race ;  They  e  -  ven   flow  to  me. 
The  light  which  gleams  from  Je  -  sus'  face    Is     rapture,  peace,  and  love. 


_L  kj* — 
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'tis  grace,    .    ,  wonderful,  wonderful  grace !    .  . 

'tis  won-der-  ful  grace,  wonderful  grace  ! 


'Tis  grace, 
*Tis    wonderful  grace. 


tis    grace,    .    .  Flowing  still,  freely  for  me. 

'tis  won-der-  ful  grace! 


^  ^  f  f  f  ^ 


4=4 


-b-"^^-^ — .  

From  "  Praise  OfFeriiig,"  by  per. 


36        ^tft  ^tvmstv  at  tt>t  Moov< 


With  feeling. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


XT 


-O-    -0--0-  ^  ^  -€>- 

Be-  hold  a  stranger  at  the  door  ;  He  gently  knocks, — has  knocked  before  ;  Has 
O    love  -  ly    at  -  titude, — he  stands  With  melting  heart  and  open  hands  ;  O 
But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ?  He  will, — the  very  friend  you  need  :  The 
Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine  ;  Turn  out  his  en    e-  my  and  thine  ;  That 
Ad-  mit  him  ere  his  an  -  ger  burn, — His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return  ;  Ad  - 


It 


[Jill 


— ^i^^  Pw-J  h — I —  b...    I  &s — )  N— t-r 


wait-  ed    long,     is     waiting    still ;  You  treat  no    oth  -  er  friend   so  ill. 
matchless  kind-  ness,  and    he  shows  This  matchless  kindness    to     his  foes, 
friend  of    sin  -  ners  ?  Yes,  'tis  he,  With  garments  dyed  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
soul-  de  -  stroy  -  ing  monster,  Sin,  And   let    the  heaven-  ly   stranger  in. 
mit  him,    or     the  hour's  at  hand,  You'll  at    his  door  re-ject  -  ed  stand. 


Chorus. 


K — \  1 

 N— IN 

1     i  i 

O       let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in.       He'll  cleanse  the  heart  from  sin  ;  O 
come  in,  from  sin  : 


—  -—   CD  CE)  CD  <S>  CD  <S>  <2> 
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F.  J.  C. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney 


1.  Poor  souls  that  from  Jesus  are  go  -  ing  away  Still  farther  and  farther,  from 

2.  Your  hopes  are  delusive,  and  light  -  er  than  air,  No  Saviour  to  help  you,  your 

3.  What  joy  you  are  losing !  re-  fleet  and  be  wise  ;  The  faithful  are  promised  a 

4.  With  hearty  re-pentance  be  -  lieve  on  the  Lord,  Believe,  and  sincere-ly,  the 


p — 1 

-A 

day    un  -  to  day ;   Say,  where  is  your  com-  fort  when  sad  and  oppressed  ?  And 
bur  -  dens  to  bear ;  You  ask  what  de-  light    in    his   ser  -  vice  can  be  ;  God 
home  in  the  skies ;   And  true    to     his     promise  the  Sav  -  iour  will  be  ;  Then, 
truth  of  his  Word ;  Re  -solve  from  this  mo-  ment  his  child  you  will  be,  And 


0-. 

0— 

1  1  

'  \/  - 

lORUS. 
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41l 

where  is  your  ref-  uge,  your  ha  -  ven  of  rest  ?     Ac-  cept  the  re  -  demptioQ  now 
grant  you  the  Spirit !  oh,   try     it,  and  see ! 
let  me  be-seech  you,  oh,    try    it,  and  see! 
he  will  receive  you ;  come,  try  it,  and  see  ! 


i- — 

of  -  fer'd  so  free.  And  you    will  be    hap  -  py,  oh,     try     it,    and  see ! 


Cof  YRiGHT,  1880,  by  John  J.  Hooix 
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Rev.  J.  M.  Engard. 


Dr.  H.  L.  GiLMOUR. 


I.  Clouds  robed  in  blackness  stretch'd  out  across  the  sky.  Storms  are  forebod-ing  and 


2.  Deep  are  the  footprints  thou'st  made  along"  the  way.  Tired  of  the  journey,  O 

3.  Friends  have  forsaken,  no  welcome  voice  is  heard.  Though  thou  art  homeless  no 


danger  fills  the  air;  Out  in  the  night  wind  a  lonely  wand  "rerstr^s»Turning  a- 

 !  h  ^ -h  " 


"wand'rer,  thou  must  be ;  Wet  are  thy  garments  with  cold  and  drenchingstorm,  Christ  will  a 
door  swings  open  wide ;  Je  -  sus  is  friendly,  and  still  says  Come  to  me,  I     am  the 


Chorus. 


way  from  all  that  bids  so  fair.    O  wandVer,  list,    above  thee    Jesus  speaks  and 


^  ^  N 


— ^ — 


e0       &       &  . 

home  and  shelter  be  to  thee.  O  wand'rer,  list,  above  thee  Jesus  speaks  and 
way,  the  truth  in  me    a -bide. 


says,  "  I  love  thee,  I    will  never  leave  thy  side,  I  will  be  thy  faithful  ^ide." 


says,  "  I  love  thee,  I  will  never  leave  thy  side,  I  will  be  Ihy  faithful  guide." 
c   r  fi—f 


Copyrigbit,  iSSo^  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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Priscilla  J.  Owens.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


O  &  0 

3= 

-A  ' 

My  pil  -  grim  path  from  day  to  day  May  be  a  dark  and  toil-  some 
A  -  bove  my   head   the  storm  may  beat,   A     flint-  y    path    be  -  neath  my 


Though  now  I  walk  a  wea  -  ry  land, 
The   an  -  gel   harps   shall  greeting  ring 


My  place  is  kept  at  his  right 
The  saints  in    raptured  tones  shall 


T\  0~ — qI — oi — ol-j^j^ — ^ — oi- 


way  ;  But  where  the  journey's  end  shall  be,  A  Father's  welcome  waits  tor  me. 
feet;  But  pressing   on,  my  song  shall  be,  My  Father's  welcome  waits  for  me. 


hand ;  Tho'  per-  ils  rise,  tho*  pain  must  be.  My  Fa-ther*s  welcome  waits  for  me. 
sing ;  But  sweeter     mu-  sic  there  shall  be,  My  Fa-ther's  welcome  waits  for  me. 


— \ 

0 

fat.'  p 

m 

i  ^ — u — ^—  V — 1 

Refrain. 


It    waits  for  me, 


My   Fa-ther's  wel  -  come  waits  for  me ; 


It    waits  for  me,     yes,  waits  for  me,     My   Fa-ther's  wel  -  come  waits  for  me  ; 


S — 1 

— ^  .  —  FN- 

m — 

-  ^ — ^— = — &  h- 

1 

 ^  ^  1 

/ — I 

Where'er  the  jour-  ney's  end  shall  be, 
Still  pressing  on,       my  song  shall  be,- 


My  Father's  welcome  waits  for  me. 
My  Father's  welcome    waits  for  me. 


u 

Tho'  per-  ils  rise,  tho'  pain  must  be 
Far  sweeter    mu  -  sic  there  shall  be, 


My  Father's  welcome  waits  for  me. 
My  Father's  welcome  waits  for  me. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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W.  H.  RUDDIMAN. 

4. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


In  a  land  fair  and  bright,  Where  the  amber-hued  Hght  Never  cloud  nor  decline  hath  known, 
2.  In  that  region  of  song,  Where  the  glory-clad  throng  Are  attuned  to  the  chords  of  love, 
3.  Where  no  dangers  appal,Where  no  tears  ever  fall.And  the  weary  shall  sigh  no  more, 


-)3- -(®-f®- 


When  the  night  shades  are  past,  We  shall  gather  at  last,  In  the  blaze  of  the  royal  throne. 
The  rich  measures  we'll  know.  As  their  cadences  flow,  In  the  in  -  fin-ite  bliss  a  -  bove. 
Oh,  how  safe-ly  we'll  rest,  How  ineffably  blest,  In  the  joy  of  that  farther  shore  I 


Then  for  pinions  to  fly  O'er  the  circling  sky, When  the  call  from  our  Lord  shall  come. 


To  his  treasures  untold,  And  the  streets  of  gold,  We  shall  soar,  and  have  welcome  home. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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1  We  speak  of  the  land  of  the  blest, 

A  country  so  bright  and  so  fair. 
And  oft  are  its  glories  confest, 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there. 

Cko. — In  the  sweet  by  and  by. 

We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore ; 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by. 
We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 

2  We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 

Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare. 
Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold, 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there. 


3  We  speak  of  its  peace  and  its  love. 

The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 
The*songs  of  the  blessed  above, 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there. 

4  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin. 

From  sorrow,  temptation  and  care, 
From  trials  without  and  within, 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there. 

5  Do  thou,  Lord,  midst  pleasure  or  woe, 

For  heaven  our  spirits  prepare, 
Then  shortly  we  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is.  to  be  there. 


Fannt  J.  Crosby. 


mt  mm. 


Jno.  R. 


41 

SWENEY. 


 4  

V  1  



\— 

 o 

1.  Thou  best   of  books,,  the  Word  of  God,  How  bright  thy  pages 

2.  The  warn  -  ing,  Flee  the  wrath  to  come,  The  prom  -  ise  of   re  - 

3.  Thy  coun  -  sels,  judg-ments,  and  re-proofs  A  -  hke   are  just  and 


shine ; 
ward 
good ; 


a    lamp  to  guide  our  feet,  A   light  to  guide  our  '  way 


art 


Fine, 


'Tis  sweet  to  read   and  sweet  to   hear  Thy   sa  -  cred  truth  di  -  vine ; 

To  all    who  meek  -  ly  bear  the  cross  And  fol  -  low  Christ  the    Lord ; 

Oh,  may  we  read  witii  praver-ful  souls  And  love  thee   as     we    should ; 

-     -     -  -p-:^-p:-^-r^-f:--p:-P-r^ 


Be  -  yond  this  fleet  -  ing,  chang-ing  world  To  one    of    end  -  less 


day. 


f    ^  ^    s    1  1 

f-W  1  \ — 1  ^^ — \  ^— r 
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i 

Thou  hast  a  word  for  eve  -  ry  one,  What-e*er  their  state  may  be ; 
The  Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er  will  may  take  The  stream  of  life  so  free, 
Thou  best    of  books,  the  Word  of  God,  How  sad  our  lives  would  be 


rr=z:r__!?z:g: 


TT't 


^    I     1  Chorus. 


To  mines  of  nev  -  er- fail  -  ing  wealth  Thou  art  the  prec-ious  key.  Thou 
And,  Bles-sed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  We  learn  and  learn  from  thee.      ^  ^ 
With-out  the  peace,  the  hope,  the  joy  That  on-  ly  springs  from  thee. 


^2- 


Copyright,  1880,  by  John  J.  Hood. 


C3  Cg>  CD  CD  G3  C9  O 

DO    RE     MI    FA    SOL    LA  SI 


42 


F.  J.  C. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Oh,  the  joy  that  fills  my  heart !  Oh,  the  grateful  tears  that  start,  When  I 

2.  Lost  but  found,  dh,  wondrous  thought  1  To  his  fold  in  mercy  brought ;  Saved  by 


i — r- 


f   f   f>  ^- 


 '-'^V  .J-J.^"  v% 


r- 

think     .     .       of  Je- sus'  love  1    .    .    How  he  came  that  he  might  bear  All  my 

When  I  think  Jesus*  love  ! 

grace,    .    .       his  grace  di- vine ;    .    .     Heir  with  him  of  bliss  untold,  Soon  his 
Saved  by  grace,  grace  divine ; 


'JL^^f  ^  p  ^  ^  sL  ,^  .  (g  |g  I— p 


m 


y  ^  V  V 

weight  of  sin  and  care,  How  he  came    .    .    .    from  heav'n  a  -hove. 

How  he  came  from  heav'n  a-  bove. 

glory  I'll  behold,  What  a  bless       -       -      ed  hope  is  mine! 

What  a    blessed    hope  is  mine.  What  a  blessed  hope  is  mine 


Chorus. 


tttr 


I 


Endless  praise,  endless  praise 


To  the  Lord    .    .  my  soul  shall  raise; 

To  the  Lord^  my  s^ul^shall  raise  ! 


-I — h 


1^1 


Lost  but  found,    O  happy  strain !    Dead  but  now    .    .       I  live  a  -  gain. 

Lost  but  found,      O  happy  strain !  Dead  but  now  I  Hve,  but  now  I  live  again,  live  again. 


— 9 — — 9 — 


.9  m  g-ip .!» 


'rf-f-f- 


j«-ift- 


3  Lost  but  found  !  I  now  .can  sing 
Vict'ry  through  my  Saviour  King, 
t|:  Vict'ry  ev'ry  day  and  hour  ;  :  || 
Vict'ry  still  will  be  my  song 
When  I  join  the  ransom'd  throng, 
J:  Vict'ry  o'er  the  tempter's  power.  : 


4  O  that  all  the  world  would  prove 
How  a  pard'ning  God  can  love, 
||:  How  he  waits  for  all  who  come !  '.\ 
O  that  all  the  world  might  see 
What  his  grace  hath  done  for  me  I 
fl:  How  he  welcomes  wand'rers  h->me.:|| 
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By  per. 


1.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful    val  -  ley     of     E  -  den!  sweet  is     thy  noon  -  tide 

2.  O  -   ver  the  heart  of    the    mourner    Shineth     thy  gold  -  en 

3.  There  is    the  home  of    my     Saviour;  There,  with  the  blood-wash' 


calm, 
day, 
d  throng, 


O  -  ver  the  hearts  of  the 
Wafting  the  songs  of  the 
O  -  ver  the  highlands  of 


wea  -  ry,    Breathing  thy  waves  of  balm, 

an  -  gels  Down  from  the    far  a  -  way. 

glo  -   ry     Roll  -  eth   the  great  new  song. 

\/-~  N-(   ~ 


^     ^  ^ 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful   val-ley    of     E  -  den 


Home  of  the  pure  and  blest, 
the   pure  and 


blest 


oft  -  en   a  -  mid  the  wild    bil  -  lows 


I  dream  of  thy  rest — sweet 


rest ! 


-0  


Key  Ab. 

1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bidst  me  come  to  thee, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

Chorus.. — Take  me  as  I  am, 
Take  me  as  I  am  ; 
Oh,  bring  thy  free  salvation  nigh, 
And  take  me  as  I  am. 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 


TAKE  ME  AS  I  AM.  Tune  in  The  Garnsr,  p.  60. 

3  just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 


With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind. 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 
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Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


'  Be  strong  in  the  Lord." — Eph.  vi.  lo. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  In  the  strength  of  J  e  -  sus   Bravely  meet  the  foe,   With  the  word  of  prom-  ise, 

2.  In  the  strength  of  Je  -  sus     Onward  to  the  fight !  Forth  to  glorious  bat  -  tie ! 

3.  In  the  strength  of  Je  -  sus    Tread  the  Tempter  down,  By  the  grace  he  giv-eth 


H  1  1  


-4-4 


V    P  p  V 


Fear  not  o  -  ver-throw ;  Lift  the  gos  -  pel  stand-  ard,  Set  thy  ban-  ner  high, 
Strong  in  Je-  sus'  might ;  Thou  shalt  surely  con-  quer,  Help  he  al-  ways  gives» 
Wear  the  victor's  crown;  To  the  end    en  -  dur  -  ing,  Ev  -  en  death  is  gain! 


-1-  h 


Chorus. 


In  the  strength  of  Jesus  Satan's   hosts  de  -  fy  !       In  the  strength  of  je  -  sus. 
None  shall  be  de-  feated,  For  our    Saviour  lives. 
Since  our  Saviour  liveth  We  with  him  shall  reign. 


p9 — 1 

— C2)- 
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k 

Armor  all  divine,  For  the  battle  girded.  Shout !  the  vic'try's  thine  :  In  the  strength  of 


Je  -  sus,  Ar- mor  all  divine,    For  the    bat- tie  girded,  Shout  •  the  vict'ry's  thine. 


1 


i 
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T.  C.  O'Kanr. 


IS 
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 1 
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^1 

-A 

1.  En-throned  is  Je  -  sus     now  Up  -  on     his  heav'nly  seat,  The 

2.  There  we  shall  see    his    face,  And    nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  sin ;  There, 

3.  Yea,  and    be-  fore  we     rise  To     that  immor  -  tal  state,  The 

4.  Then  let    our  songs  a  -bound,  And     ev'  -  ry  tear    be  dry;  We're 


-1^  -O- 


ft 


-I  rl 


king  -  ly     crown  is     on     his  brow,    The  saints  are  at     his  feet, 
from  the     riv  -  ers     of     his  grace   Drink  end-  less  pleasures  in. 
thoughts  of  such   a  -  maz  -  ing  bliss    Should  constant  joys  ere  -  ate. 
marching  through  Im-  man-uel's  ground,  To    fair  -  er  worlds  on  high. 


marcnr 


.US. 

s — K—e 

\ — 1 

1 
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There   with  the    glo  -  ri-  fied,         Safe    by  our   Sav-  iour's  side, 
^  ^  ^    ^  p 


•n      !  ~-=rr 


 10 — 

m  m 

Sf.r] 

— U'-V- 

tea 

By  . 

Safe,  safe 

0- 

.  and 
,  by  our 

Saviour  s 

— ^Oh  1  1— ^ 

& — h]o^  1   -    1  1-^ 

We    .  shall  be 

side, 

sat  -  is-fied      By  an 

d  by. 

ft 

» 1  |-p->b/ — 

1  "'Krb 

From  "  Joy  to  the  World."    By  pes. 
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Rev,  Enoch  Stubbs, 


4^  ^inmv,  tomt  ?l|oi«e» 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  O     sin-ner,  come  home,     the    banquet   is    waiting ;     Re  -  turn    to  thy 

2.  Thy  sins  have  been  great,      thy   wan-  derings     far ;        But   great-  er  his 

3.  He  will   not  upbraid  thee  with  sins    of  the    past;       The  Lord  will  for  - 


Fa  -  ther,  sin's  fol  -  ly    for-  saking ; 
mer-  cy  ;  then   fol  -  low  yon  star, 
give ;  he    is     true      to  the  last : 

-1^ 


That  Fa  -  ther  still  loves  thee,  and 
That  leads  thee  to  him,  whom  the 
The     law     of    his    mer  -  cy  can 


waits  to  em-brace  His  pen 
an  -  gels  a-  dore ;  And  be  hap 
not     be    re-pealed.  It 


i  -  tent  child,  when  re-  turning  through  grace, 
py   at  home,  Thence  to  wan-  der  no  more, 
stand-  eth  for  -  ev  -  er,    with  blood  it    is  sealed. 


wel-  come  will  be  ; 
Chorus. 


Re  -  turn,  then,  there's  room  at  this* 


ta  -  ble  for  thee. 


Then,  sinner,  come  home  ;  the  feast  is 


all    ready ;     Pre  -  pared  for  the  blind,  the 


5  '€5 

po 

J  J 

or  ar 

id  the  need-y  ;  T 

m 
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Thy  robe  shall  be  white,  as  tho*  never  by  siiv 
A  spot  or  a  stain  of  uncleanness  had  been  ; 
The  angels  shall  boast  not  a  holier  wing 
Than  sinners  who  songs  of  salvation  may  sing. 
There's  famine  around  thee,  and  sorrow  within; 
Thy  master  is  cruel ;  there's  no  hope  in  sin  ; 
But,  coming  to  Jesus,  the  feast  of  his  love 
Will  fill  thee  with  rapture,  like  that  felt  above. 
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W^ttp  me  t\)tv  close  to  ^f)tt.  47 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1-^7-^ 


flow  to 


Source  from  whence  the  streams  of  mercy   Like  a  riv  -  er    flow    to  me, 

There  my  life,  my  hope  and    com-fort,    There  a  ref  -  uge   for    my  soul 

There,"  in    ho  -  ly,  sweet  com  -  munion    With  thy  Spir  -  it    day  by  day, 

Close  .to  thee,  O    Saviour     keep  me,     Till    I  reach  the  shin- ing  shore, — 


o_p_  _p_Ha_p_°_  ]  1  ^-|»-  H 

j^—^ — ^— ^— p — p— i*-  J 

m 

o — 

O  K>  »— 

1  1 

With  thy  cords  of    love    so     ten  -  der  Bind  and  keep  me    close    to  thee. 

When  the  clouds  hang  dark-ly  round  me.  And  the     dis-  tant     surg  -  es  roll. 

Faith  to  realms  of    light   and    glo  -  ry  Bears  my  rap  -  tured  soul    a  -  way. 

Till  I    join      the     raptured    ar  -  my,  Shouting  joy   for     ev  -  er  -  more. 


-t 


1 


It 


Refrain. 


Keep  me    ev  -  er  close    to  thee.  Blessed    Saviour,   dear    to    me,   With  thy 

-r -r. 


— — !® — — 

■h  k — 1  h — h— 


i 

cords  of  love  so  tender  Bind  and 

keep  me  close  to  thee ;  Keep  me   ev-  er  close  to 

 ^o— o— o— o— o— o 

1/  1/  1/  f  l-  l- 

thee.  Blessed    Sav-iour,  dear    to    me,    Bind  and  keep  me    close     to  thee. 


-1®- 


i 
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48  ^tit  Cffttat  sbul\^nUm* 

**  He  is  a  whole  Christ, 
Mary  D.  James. 


J- 


-a  full  Saviour !   Glory  to  God  for  such  a  salvation  !" — 
Last  words  of  Bishop  Haven. 

Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


is  a  whole  Christ, — He  is  a  full  Saviour !  He  saves  to  the 
■  va  -  tion  from  sin,  from  its  guilt  and  do  -  minion,  Sal  -  va  -  tion  from 
won-  der  -  ful  Christ !  a  -  dor  -  a  -  ble  Saviour !  How  vast  is  thy 
va  -  tion  that  causeth  us     al  -ways  to    triumph  ;  That  giv-  eth  us 


I 

ut  -  termost  all  who  be  -  lieve  ;  His  arms  of  com-  passion  are  ev  -  er  ex  - 
Sa-  tan,  from  ru  -  in,  from  hell ;  Oh,  such  a  sal-  va  -tion  our  Je  -  sus  has 
mercy!  how  matchless  thy  love!  To  sinners  ex-tend -ing  for-  giveness  and 
vie  -  fry  o'er  death  and  the  grave ;  That  makes  glad  the  soul  when  the  body  is 

^  .-i<f-Cp: 


5^: 


Z).  S,'  Unmeasured  its  blessings,  un-count-ed  its 


Fine. 


Chorus. 


±z=at 


—•-^ 

tended,  The  contrite  and    pen  -  i  -  tent  souls  to     re-  ceive.    Oh,  glo  -  ry  to 
brought  us !  Its  pow-  er   and  glo  -  ry  we   nev  -  er    can  tell, 
favor  1    To  reb  -  els    a   crown  and  a   kingdom     a-  bove ! 
failing ;  All  glo  -  ry     to   him  who  is     mighty      to  save ! 


if        f         ^  1 

1  -0- 

f2 

— t^-i  1 — 

treasures  I  And  this  great  sal  -  va-  tion  has  reached  ev-en  me. 


D.S.jQt 


3^ 


1    -   -  r 

God  for  such  a   sal  -  vation  !  So   rich  and  so  precious  1  so  full  and  so  free  ! 


^ff  r  ri^M 


I  iT 
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Help  us,  O  Lord  our  God ;  for  we  rest  on  thee,  and  in  thy  name  go  against  this  multitude." 

2  ChRON.  xiv.  II. 

Chas.  H.  Gabriel.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


b 

of 
my 
to 
his 


on  Him,  the  Cm  -  ci-fied, 
up-  on     his  lov  -  ing  arm, 
up-  on     his  promise  sweet, 
in  peace,  confid  -  ing  -  ly 


Re  -  deeming 
He  watches 
That  promise 
I      trust  me 


Lord 
o'er 
dear 
in 


Z     a  M  JB  . '. 


all; 
way ; 

me, 
hand : 


Con-  fess  -  ing  all    my  sin  -  ful  -ness,  Low   at    his     feet  I  fall. 

My    all-    sus-tain  -  ing  hope  is    he,  Who  leads  me     day  by  day. 

That  in     his  home  from  sin  and  grief  My    soul  shall    e'er  be  free. 

I     know  that  he    will  lead  me   on  To  heav'n,  that  pro  -  mised  land. 

Chorus. 


--{V-J- 

-A — Y 

I'm  resting  on  the  Lord,  I'm  resting  on  the  Lord,  My  soul  shall  never,  never  fear ; 


never  fear ; 

50 


F.  J.  C. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


>  ^ — 

-^o  

— ^ 

j  ^ 

43-^ 

— <J 

L-o  ol  cJ — ' 

1 

<i> 

2.  I       bless   thy  word  that   taught  me    My     lost      es  -  tate     to     see ; 

3.  'Tis    well     where'er  thou     leadest,    For    thou     art   with   me  still; 


a 

-0 

 ^ — ^ — ' 

5^ 

And  since  the  hap-  py  mo  -  ment  I  gave  my  all  to  thee, 
'Tis  well,  whate'er   thou     do  -  est,      Be  -  cause     my   Saviour's  will : 


And  though  I  hear  the  tu  -  mult  Of  o  -  cean  sur  -  ges  swell, 
The  way  I  thought  so  drea  -  ry  With  light  and  beau  -  ty  glows, 
And   where  my  hope  has    anchored,   There  faith   and   love   shall  dwell ; 


My  soul     is  calm    and    peace  -  ful, — ■  'Tis 
And  all      a  -  long     its    wind  -  ings    .  A 
And  what-  so  -  e'er     be  -  fall      me,  I'll 


well    with  me,  'tis  well, 
cool  -  ing  fountain  flows, 
an-  swer,  Lord,  'tis  well. 


rrrr 


Refrain. 


1/  ~  w  I 

O  Thou  whose  blood  has  cleans'd  me,  My    joy      I   can-  not     tell ;  But 


1^  if"      "T  iP  •  1^  ^ 
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51 


this    my  thank-  ful    heart  can  say, —  'Tis 


P     I.  1— 


well 


with  me,    tis  well. 


i 


W.  H.  RUDDIMAN. 


®n  to  tf»e  jFteW. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Sol-  diers  of  Zi  -  on,  pre-pare  for  the  charge.  Firm  in  your  bat-tie  ar  -  ray; 

2.  Raise  high  your  banner,  the  flag  of  the  cross  Full  in  the  con-flict  dis-  play ; 

3.  Press  on  with  ardor,  the  tread  of  the  brave.   Foes  are  made  bold  by  de  -  lay ; 

4.  Sin  -  ners  are  turning,  the  end  is    se-  cure,  Fears  and  misgivings    al  -  lay  ; 


<]>- 


He  who  doth  lead  you  your  help  will  enlarge,  Glo  -  ry  shall  her-ald  the  way. 
Un-  der  its  shel-  ter  dis  -  as  -  ter  and  loss  Bring  not  their  shame  and  dismay. 
Strike  in  the  name  of  the  Mighty  to  Save,  Conquest  is  theirs  who  o  -  bey ! 
Crowns  shall  reward  you  if  still  you  endure,  Cease  not  to  watch  and  to  pray. 

^  1    fs  ^ 


-cs> 


i 

On  t 

0  the  field  !  Breastplate  and  shield 

Shining  and 

Strong  for    the    fray : 

i — V — — ■  -(» — Pt-^  »— 

T  u  H 

V — V- 

Think  not  to  yield.  For    Je  -  sus  doth  wield  Weapons  of     tri-  umph  to-  day  ! 
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52       ©ell  we  tt)t  S&tot^s  of  3tm0* 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Jno.  R.  Swewht. 


1.  Tell  me  the    sto-  ry    of      Je  -  sus,    ^Vrite  on  my  heart  ev'-  ry  word, 

2.  Fasting,     a  -  lone  in  the    des  -  ert,      Tell   of  the  days  that  he  passed, 

3.  Tell  of   the  cross  where  they  nailed  him,  Writhing  in  anguish  and  pain, 


-fCH — f9.  *.  [ft ,. 


Chorus, — Tell  me  the  sto-  ry    of      Je  -  sus,    Write  on  ray  heart  ev'-  ry  word. 


Fine, 


Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  most  pre  -  cious,  Sweetest  that  ev  -  er  was  heard  ; 
How  for  our   sins  he    v/as  tempt-ed,     Yet  was    tri-nmphant    at  last; 
Tell    of  the  grave  where  they  laid  him,    Tell  how  he    liv  -  eth    a  -  gain  ; 


I 


Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  most  pre  -  clous,  Sweetest  that  ev  -  er   was  heard. 


Tell  how  the  an  -  gels,  in  cho  -  rus, 
Tell  of  the  years  of  his  la  -  bor. 
Love  in  that  sto  -  ry,  so     ten  -  der. 


Sang  as  they  welcomed  his  birth,- 
Tell   of  the    sorrows  he  bore. 
Clear-  er  than  ev  -  er     I       see : 


\ — 1 

k 

 4»t^ 

1 — 

D,C. 

1  «^ 

Glo  -  ry  to  God  in  the  high  -  est  \  Peace  and  good  tidings  to  earth. 
He  was  despised  and  af  -  flict  -  ed,  Homeless,  re-  ject-  ed  and  poor. 
Stay,  let  me  weep  while  you  whis-per,  Love  paid  the  ran^som  for  me. 


 '.  •  O  C2>  CD  CS)  O  <^  CZ> 

Copyright,  1880,  by  John  J,  Hood,  xk)  rb  mi   fa  sol  la  m 


53 


Mrs.  Flora  B.  Harris, 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRlCK. 


1.  Of  the  peo-  pie  none  were  with  him.  None  to  heed  his  dy-  ing  moan, 

2.  Of  the  p«o-  pie  none  were  with  him,  Suff 'ring  Saviour,  what  a  thought ! 

3.  Of  the  peo-  pie  none  were  with  him,    That  my  guil  -  ty  soul  might  be 

4.  Of  the  peo-  pie  none  were  with  him.    Now  in  countless  hosts  they  throng, 


For  the  Mas-  ter  trod  the  wine-press.     In  his  mor-  tal  grief,     a  -  lone. 
By  such  cost- ly  price  of     an  -  guish  Was  this  glad  redemp- tion  wrought  ? 
Clad  in  raiment  white  and  stain  -  less,  Lord,  for  ev  -  er  -  more  with  thee. 
Out  of   ev  -  *ry  tongue  and  kindred.     Singing  one     im  -  mor  -  tal  song. 


O    the  love  that  re-deemed,  O     the   love    that     re-deemed,   O  the 


love  of  the     cm  -  ci  -  fied  one  I    He  hath  come     in    our  stead,  And  with 


Ll  J    J^.  ^  ! 

 K — fv- 

— ^  !  ^ 

rments  made    red  Ha 

"  1^  1^  t~ — « 

th  trod-  d 

en    the  win 

e-  press    a  -  lone 

— P"^"-r~« 

la  -  lone.'] 

^  b-lr-K-i^ 

1 

1  1 
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Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth.  Geo.  C  Hugcj 


1.  A  home  in  those  mansions  of  light,  Pre  -  paring  just  o-  ver  the  river; 

2.  The  gates  of  that  ci- ty  are  pearl ;    It     stands  just    o-  ver  the  river; 

3.  O     say,  shall  we  meet  over  there  ?  With  je-  sus,  just  o  -  ver  the  river? 


Where  saints  in  their  brightness,  In  garments  of  whiteness,  Shall  live  with  our  Jesus  forever. 
A  key  that  is  golden  By  faith  may  be  holden,  Unlocking  those  portals  forever  i 
His  word  shall  invite  you,  Its  joys  shall  incite  you.  To  gaze  on  its  beauties  forever. 


^^^^^^^ 


5f 


Chorus. 


Oh,  that   beau      -      -     ti  -  ful  land's  so      fair,       .       .    Where  the 
Oh,  that  beau  -  ti  -   ful     land's  so    fair,       so       fair ! 


^^^^^^^^^ 


ran- som'd  their  prais-es  are  sing-ing!   Hear  the  sweet  sounding  cho-rus  Of 


tr-r 


— ol-v<^ 

It 


i 


 |6a_ 
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Jno.  R.  Swknky, 


^  <I> 


t?3 


1/  ^ 

Friends  of  yore  have  flown  to  heav-  en,  Springing  from  the  house  of  clay  ; 
Oft  -  en      at     the  shades  of  evening,  When  I     sit      me  down  to  rest, 
And    I    seem     to  see  their  fac  -  es.     Beaming  with     ce  -  lestial  love, 
And    I    think     I  hear  them  speaking,     As  they  oft  -  en  spake  to  me, 
Brother,     sis  -  ter,  faithful    sol  -  dier,    If   our  mingling  here  so  sweet, 

t 


— N  ?5 



• 

s — 
41 

1 — qI 

*^  <I> 

Glad  "^to    gain  their   joyful     free-  dom,  Borne  by  an  -  gel  bands  a  -  way. 
One    by    one     I    count  them  ov  -  er,    They  who  are     in   glo  -  ry  blest. 
Shin-  ing    as     their  blessed    Mas  -  ter.  White-robed,  with  the  saints  a-bove. 
While  I    seem    to   hear  them   say  -  ing,  "  Pilgrim,  heaven  is  waiting  thee." 
What  shall  be     our  joy-  ous     rap  -  ture  When  we  at      the  land-ing  meet ! 


While  on   Pisgah's  mount  I'm  standing,    Looking  'tward  the  ver-  nal  shore, 


.       -  _  -O-  13  _ 

There  I    seem    to    see   them  banding,   Just  be-  side   the   Golden  Landing, 


m 

s — — r— 

-p— V — tJ — 

1  V— 

1/— 
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Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK, 


56  jFottttt  Of  Mim. 

1.  Love  of  God,  amazing  love !  Height  above  all  other  height,  Depth  no  creature  thought  can 

2.  Love  of  Christ,  amazing  love!  Vast  as  his  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty, Theme  of  angel  choirs  a- 
3.0  these  tongues  that  falter  so  When  we  sing  of  love  like  this !  O  these  songs  that,  faint  and 


\ — \  i--o-=-o 

J-ei— <B^-i  

prove,  Boundless,  endless,  in-fi-nitel     Howsoe'er     I  sink  or   rise,  Stretch  my 
bove.  Theme  of  souls  redeem'd  like  me !  Outward  to    creation's  bound.    Up  to 
low,  More  than  half  their  sweetness  miss  1  Saviour,  lift  our  music  higher    Till  the 


powersbeyond,abroad,Piercethedepthor  climb  the  skies.  Find  I  still  the  love  of  God. 
heaven's  serenest  height,  Un  -  i  -  versal  space  around,  Swells  the  chorus  day  and  night, 
strains  to  rapture  spring.Touch  our  lips  with  hallow'd  fire  From  thy  altar  while  we  sing. 


-t— ^ 


— I .  I .  I .  -  I- — I 


J     I  L 


u 

Chorus. 
±  N— ^ 


^  ^ 


i- 

Ev  -  er  -  more    unsealed  for     me  I 


Fount  of    bliss,  exhaustless, 


W 


free, 


i 


Fount  of    bliss,    exhaustless,  free, 


m 


Ev  -  er  -  more     unsealed  for 


me ! 


m 


-0  •  o 
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Priscilla  J.  Owens. 


57 


\Vm.  Church,  Jr. 


1.  It      is     not  that  the  cit 

2.  I    know  God's  emerald  rain 

3.  I've  friends  across  the  riv 

4.  I    want    to   see   the  fore 


y      is     glorious     to        be  -  hold, 

-  bow    is     shining    round    his  throne, 

-  er,  they  watch  me   from     the  shore, 
■  head,  once  crown'd  with  thorns  for  me, 

-O-  -jO-  •  -jO- 


Her 
I 

I've 
I 


-± 


-5^ — ^ 


-o- 


^ — jg—^-. — — — ^ 

tal,    her     ver  -  y      pavement  gold, 

ry    have    mu  -  sic's  sweet  -  est  tone ; 

es,  I'm  wait- ing  ev  -  er  -  more; 
bled  up  -  on     the    shame-ful        tree ; 


walls  of  lu  -  cid  crys  - 
know  the  harps  of  glo  - 
wear  -  ied  for  their  voic  - 
long:     to    see     the    hands  that 


All 
But 
But 
They 


shrined  in  dazzling  splendor,  beyond  de  -  scription  fair.     But     I     am  pressing 

brightest  there  and  fair  -  est,  O  joy  be  -  yond  com  -  pare  !   I'd  give  the  wealth  of 

when  I  meet  and  claim  them,  the  sweetest  joy  we'll  share  Will  be    to  praise  to- 

beck-on  me  to   meet  him,  then  let  me  bold  -  ly  dare  Death's  billows,  crossing 


I  ^1 

on  -  ward,  to  see  my  Saviour  there, 
heav  -  en  to  see  my  Saviour  there, 
geth  -  er,  to  see  our  Saviour  there, 
o  -  ver,     to  find  my  Saviour  there. 


To  see  my  Saviour  there,  to 


Saviour  there,   And   I     am  pressing  on  -  ward, 


to   see  my  Saviour  there. 
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Frances  R.  Havergal. 
Chorus  arr.  for  this  work. 


to  ^tftt* 


CONSECRATION  HYMN. 


Jno.  R.  Swknby. 


1.  Take  my  life,  and    let      it  be 

2.  Take  my  feet,  and   let    them  be 

3.  Take  my  lips,  and   let    them  be 

4.  Take  my  moments,  and  my  days, 


b  1/ 

Con  -  se  -  crated.  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
Swift  and  beau-ti  -  ful  for  thee ; 
Filled  with  messag  -  es  for  thee  ; 
Let    them  flow   in    end-  less  praise  ; 


Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 

Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 

Take  my  sil  -  ver    and  my  gold. 

Take  my  in  -  te  -  lect,  and  use 


At  the    im-  pulse  of  thy  love. 

Always,  on  -  ly,     for  my  King, 

Not  a    mite  would  I  with-  hold. 

Ev'-  ry  pow'r  as    thou  shalt  choose. 





m 


Chorus. 


i 


JEl. 


All  to    thee,  all    to    thee.  Now  I    con  -  se-  crate  my 

All  to     thee,  all   to  thee. 


all,  dear  Lord,  to      thee ;  All    to  thee, 

Lord,  to  thee;  All     to  thee, 


all  to 


1  m. 


thee,  Ful  -  ly    con-  se  -  crate  my  life,    my  all,     to  thee, 

all     to  thee. 


-V-^ — I  F- 


-S-v 
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5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine, 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine  ; 
Take  my  heart,  it  is  thine  own, 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne. 


6  Take  my  love,  my  God,  I  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure  store; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
5^ver,  only,  all  for  thee. 


**  Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace  whose  mind  is  stayed  on  thee.' 


Isa.  xxvi.  3. 
Thos.  H,  Ervin. 
N 


1.  O  sweet  and    won-  drous 

2.  We  are    so     help  -  less, 

3.  Thy  promise    is  our 


gift ! —  In  per-  feet  peace  to  rest, — 
Lord,  Thou  art  all  pow'r  and  might, 
hope,        Thy  presence    is    our  light; 


A  -  mid  life's  storms  to  be  By  God's  love 
Our  path  is  oft  -  en  drear,  Be  thou  our 
Without  thee    all  is   dark,  The  noon  day 


blest, 
light, 
night, 


By  God's  love 
Be  thou  our 
The  noon-day 


blest : 
light : 
night : 


A  joy  all  joys  a  -  bove ! 
We  have  no  hope  but  thee ; 
Then  stay  our  minds  on   thee  ; 


Sweet  heav'nly  peace,  unknown  Ex-cept  to 
Oh,    leave  us    not    a  -lone,  Till  life's  brief 
Save    us,  thou  God   of  love.  Let  thy  hand 


lZIEi: 


those  who  trust  In  God  a  -  lone, 
day  is  o'er.  Still  guard  thine  own, 
lead  us    on    To   joys    a    -  bove. 


In 
Still 
To 


1 


God  a  -  lone, 
guard  thine  own. 
joys         a  -  bove. 
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E.  R.  Latta 

4 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  In  -  to   his   im-  age  to 

2.  In  -  to   his  im-  age  to 

3.  In  -  to   his   im-  age  to 

-A — N — ^ 


grow 
grow, 
grow, 


Ev  -  er  jmy  purpose  shall  be 
Ev  -  er    re  -  sembling  him  more, 
Out  of   the   likeness   of      sin ; 


Who  from  the  courts  of  the  sky- 
As    in    his  footsteps  I  tread, 
Trusting,  thro'  merits  of  his, 

^ 


Came  as    a    ran-  som  for     me  : 
Seeking  the  heav-  en-  ly     shore  : 
Glo  -  ry     e  -  ter-  nal    to      win  : 


J  1 


C! 

N 

-0 

3* 

0 

4^ 

0 

ol      S  S  S  S  ■  ^  "^^^o** 

Like  as  a  servant  he  came, 
Yea,  I  will  earnest  -  ly  plead. 
Per- feet  in  . faith  and  m  love. 


Bearing  my  guilt  and  my    shame  ; 
Plead  to   be  like  him  in  -  deed. 
Meet  for  his  kingdom  a   -    bove : 

-is-- 


Bearing  my  bur-den  of  woe  ; 
Who,  upon  cal-  va  -  ry's  tree. 
This  the  dear  wish  of   my  soul, 


Lov-  ing  and  suf  -  fer  -  ing  so  ! 
Purchased  sal-  va  -  tion  for  me. 
Now    to    be    per-  feet  -  ly  whole. 


i 


=6* 


1 


Refrafn. 


Lov    -     -      ing  and  suf-  fer-ing  so,  Lov       -        ing  and  suf-  fer-  ing  so  ! 

Loving,  yes,  loving,  Loving,  yes,  loving 

Pur     -       chased  salva-tion  for  me.  Pur       -       chased  sal-va-tion  for  me, 

Purchased  salvation,  Purchased  salvation. 

Per       -        feet  in  faith  and  in  love,  Meet    .       .   for  his  kingdom  above ; 

Perfect,  yea,  perfect  Meet  for  his  kingdom. 


-r-O— I  1  


V— t^— t^— t/— t/- 
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Bearing  my  burden  of    woe,    .    .         Loving  and  suffer-  ing 
Bear     -      -       ing  my     burden  of  woe,  suffer-  ing  so. 

Who,  up-  on  Calva-  ry's  tree,    .    .       Purchased  salvation  for  me. 
Who,        .       .       upon     Calvary's  tree,    "  sal  -  vation  for  me. 

This  the  dear  wish  of  my  soul,    .    .        Now  to  be  -^erfect-  ly  whole.  . 
This      .       .    the  dear  wish  of  my  soul,  perfectly  whole. 


rrrr 


Rev.  J.  M.  Engard. 


Dr.  H.  L.  GiLMouR. 


Sprinkle  this  vile  heart     of  mine; 
Fount  of  Mercy,  do       thou  roll, 
I     can  never     nev    -    er  trace 
All    the  depths  of  pi    -     ty  show, 

4—  ^ 


1.  Fount  of  Mercy,   stream    di  -  vine, 

2.  O  -  ver  my  poor  sin  -  ful  soul, 

3.  Fount  of  Mercy,    full       of  grace, 

4.  Fount  of  Mercy,     in       thy  flow 


-€3- 


Though  'tis  GOV  -  er'd    o'er  with  sin,    Wondrous  wa  -  ters. 
Free     my  soul  from  doubts  and  fears.  Wash  mine  eyes  from 
the    channels     of     the  tide    Which  proceed  from 
thy  streams  ex-  tend  to    me.     Cleanse  from  all     im  ■ 


All 
May 


— er 

flow  ye  in; 
stains  of  tears; 

Je  -  sus'   side ; 

pur  -  i  -  ty: 


power  dis  -  play, 
power  to  save. 
Fountain  drink, 
reach  my  soul. 


m 


Guilt  and  sor-  row  wash  a-  way,  Now  thy  sav  - 
Through  and  through  my  spirit  lave.    For     thy  streams 

But  my  heart  can  reach  the  brink,  And  from  Mer 
^   I    thy   praises   will    ex-  tol,      For    thy  streams 


mg 
have 

cy's 
now 


3^ 


DO  RB 
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Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman.  By  per. 


1^    N    N  N 


P.  P. 


— N- 


'•^ 

1.  Who-ov-er  re  -  ceiv   -  eth  the   Crucified  One, 

2.  Who-ev-er  re  -  ceiv   -  eth  the  message  of  God, 

3.  Wlio-ev-er  re  -  pents  and  fors;ikes  every  sin, 


o      o— o — o'—o— h  "  V^.^  o — o — o — o— t 


U   U   b  U 

\\  ho  -  ev  -  er  bo- 

And  trusts  iu  the 

And    opens  his 


liev  -  eth  on  God's  only  Son,  A  free  and  a  per  -  feet  sal- 
pow'r  of  the  soul-cleansing  blood,  A  full  and  e  -  ter  -  nal  re- 
heart       for   the  Lord  to  come  in,  A     present  and    per    -    feet  sal- 


ty ~  ^ 

va-  tion  shall  have, 

demption  shall  have 
va  -  tion  shall  have, 

-^  ^ 


For  he  is  a  -  bun  -  dant- ly  a-ble  to  save. 
For  lie  is  both  a  -  ble  and  willing  to  save. 
For  Jesus   is      rea    -    dy  this  moment  to  save. 


^  Chori^. 


-O— ^=  ^J^__0^-o— O— O— h- 


N   N   N  N 


-0-0-0-0- 


-0-0-0-0- 


U  U  b  U 

My  brother,  the  Mas     -     -     ter  is  caUing  for     thee;         His  grace  and  his 
Brother,  the  Master    is  come  and    is      calling    for  thee, 


y  1 


y — y — y — ^    ^  / 


-v-v- 


A—VA- 


^^^^ 


— i~Tr 


mer    -    -    cy  are  wondrously  free ;  His  blood  as  a     ran    -    -     som  for 

Brother,  his  grace  and  his  mercy  are  wondrously  free,  Brother,  his  blood  as  a 


— 9^ — 1^ — 


By  permission. 
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-o-       -  - 

sinners  he    gave,  And  he  is    a  -  bun      -      dantly  able   to  save, 

mnsom  for  sinners  he  gave.  And  he   is     abundandy     able     to  save. 

^  ^  ^ 


Mre.  J.  C.  Yule. 


We  Hag  of  tt)t  fMitni)tnl^  %mtf. 


^^^^ 


J.  H.  KURZKNKNABS. 


^^^^^ 


1.  List   to   the  lay   of  the    heav'nly  land,    Ye   who   its    mii  -  sic  love; 

2.  List   to   the  lay   of  the  blood-wash'd  throng, Ye  who  have  hearts  to  sing; 

3.  List   to   the    symphony  round  the  throne,  Ye    to  whom  Christ  is     dear ; 
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Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man,  tlie  things  which  God  hath 
Mrt.  Flora  B.  Harris.       prepared  for  them  that  love  him.— i  Cok.  ii.  9.         j^^^  ^  Swenev. 

Jb*  .   K  V 


EE 


I  have  read  of  a  land  whose  in  -  hab  -  it  -  ants  say, 
I  know   there  are  realms  where  the  voic-es     of  song 

I  have  heard  of  "  a  riv  -  er  of  wa  -  ter  of  life," 
Oh,  that    land    a  -  far    off,  with    its     wa  -  ters   of  life, 


I  am 

Nev  -  er 
Flow-ing 
Thou  hast 


sick,     I    am   wea  -  ry,"  no  more, 

cease  'neath  a  bur  -  den  of  tears, 

clear  on    its    beau  -  ti  -  ful  way  ; 

veiled,  loving  Lord,  from  my  ken  ; 


m 


And  I  pine,  'mid  the  burden  and 
And  I  seek,  'mid  earth-discord,  the 
He  that  drinks  of  that  stream  nev-  er 
But  I  know,  when  I   rest  in  the 


mm 


r  rr 


v—v- 


"(« — •  ^  1~ 


heat   of    the   day.  For  a     glimpse  of   that  life  -  giv  -  ing 

sound  of   a    strain,  Falling  sweet   from  those  rad  -  i  -  ant 

thirstetli    a  -  gain.  And  his    joy      is     a     well-spring  for 

light  of  thy   face,  I   shall  drink  and    be     sat  -  is  -  fied 


shore, 
spheres, 
aye. 
then. 


it 


Chorus. 


Eye  hath  nc^t  seen  it,  and  ear  hath  not  heard,  Yet  all  my  spirit  with  longing  is  stirred  ;  Oh, 


m 


glory  exceeding  My  heart's  utmost  pleading!  Eternal,  eternal  the  weight  of  thy  bliss ! 
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"The  harvest  is  the  end  of  the  world." — Matt.  xiii.  39. 
Words  from  "  Songs  of  Glory."  Geo.  A.  Minor.  By^er. 
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1=1 


1.  Sowing  in  the  morning,  sowing  seeds  of  kindness,  Sowing  in  the  noon-tide, 

2.  Sowing  in  the  sunshine,  sowing  in   the  shadows,  Fearing  neither  clouds  nor 

3.  Go,  then,  ev-  er  weeping,  sowing  for  the  Master,  Though  the  loss  sustained  our 


m 


5|i 


and  the  dew-  y    eves ;    Waiting  for  the  har-  vest,  and  the  time  of  reap  -  ing, 
winter's  chilling  breeze  ;  By  and  by  the  harvest,     and  the  la  -  bor  end  -  ed, 
spir-it  oft  -  en  grieves  ;  When  our  weeping's  over,    he  will  bid  us  wel-come, 


^  1 

m 

r  f  f  P-r 

^ — y  V — <t- 

1 — H 

9 — 

N=M4 

i 


We  shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves.  Bringing  in  the  sheaves^ 


shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves.  Bringing  in  the  sheaves^ 

bringing  in  the  sheaves, 


'1/  u  u  & 


14=^ 

•i—il  ^-r 

We  shall  come 

rejoic-  f  in 

g,  bringing  in  the  sheaves, ) 

I  Omit  second  time, 


-ing,  bringing  in  the  slh eaves. 


THE  BEST  FRIEND. 


I  One  there  is,  above  all  others. 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

s  Which  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us, 

Could,  or  would,  have  shed  his  blood? 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Recoijciled,  in  him,  to  God. 
E 


3  When  he  lived  on  earth  so  lowly. 

Friend  of  sfnners  was  his  name ;  * 
Now  enthroned  among  the  holy. 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  I 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas !  forget  too  often 
What  a  friend  we  have  above. 


66 


Chas.  H.  Gabriex 


©tie  i(^vttiom  ^ms. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK, 


1.  There's  a  precious  song  that  my  heart  doth  sing,  And  its  sweet  notes  ever  with  pleasure  ring; 

2.  When  the  clouds  hang  dark  o'er  my  homeward  way.And  the  light  dies  out  of  the  fading  day, 

3.  In  the  morning  bright,  in  the  evening  lone,   This  undying  song  will  my  griefs  atone  ; 

4.  In  h\s  mansions  fair.when  I  reach  my  home,  I  before  his  throne  with  this  theme  shall  come ; 


-O- 


-P-f6>  T| 


-n 


It  is  full  of  joy  to  the  weary  soul,  And  it  cheers  him  on  to  the  shining  goal. 
Then  this  precious  song  lights  the  dark'ning.gloom.And  the  path  makes  plain  to  my  heav'nly 
For  it  brings  my  Lord  closer  to  my  side,  As    it  tells  me  how  for  my  sins  he  died.  [home. 
And  forever  there,  with  the  saved  and  blest,  I  shall  sing  his  love  in  his  home  of  rest. 


I 


ORUS. 

-H — ' 

-HSI  © 

1  1— H 

-Si 

— <sj— SI 

fit! 

 0 

V — 


to  this  life     of   pain  ;    It  has  made  my  soul  so  happy,  so  con-tent  and  free, 


^  Tl 

lat  the 

^  1^ 

journe 

 — m-JLei'  J  qI — gl — ^ 

y  thro'  the  des-  ert  seems  a  heav'nly  walk  to  n 
» — — ^  m — 1© — |s» — p  P-= — P — P  |l 

lel 

He 

-i^  b 

— t— -f^?  r»  "  1 

b     P  U 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Jesus!     the    only  name  that's  given.Through  which  salvation  we    can  claim  ! 

2.  No  oth  -  er  name !  when  skies  are  bright.And  sunshine  glows  on  field  and  flow'r ; 

3.  No  oth  -  er  name!  when, drooping  low,  O'erburdened  by    sin's  heavy  load. 


This,  this  alone,  we  breath  to  heav'n,  For  God  ac  -  cepts  no  oth  -  er  name. 
No  oth  -  er  name  when, dark  as  night,  The  hea  -  vy  clouds  tempestuous  low'r! 
The    contrite  spir  -  it  pines  to  know  The  way  to     hope,  to  heav'n,  to  God! 


tz: 


± 


1  b 


Chorus.  Allegro. 


No  other      name,  no 

No   oth  -  er  name. 


other  name, 

no    oth  -  er  name. 


4  No  other  name  I  when,  like  a  flood, 
Temptations  beat  upon  the  soul ; 
Faith,  breathing  that  one  name  to  God, 
The  raging  billo\\ss  shall  control  1 

Copyright,  1880,  by  John  J.  Hood. 


5  In  peace  or  conflict,  toil  or  rest, 

In  wealth  or  want,  in  praise  or  blame, 
I'll  wear  it  graven  on  my  breast, 
And  dying,  plead  no  other  name ! 
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F^NNY  J.  Crosby. 


S,  J.  ROBSON. 


fir?; 


1.  Fly,  fly 

2.  That  ci  - 

3.  Oh,  fly 

4.  Yes,  fly 


to  the  ci-  ty  of 
ty  of  ref-uge  is 
to  the  ci-  ty  of 
to  the  ci-  ty  of 

^  ^  N  ^  ^ 

— 40 — ^9 — — — 


ref - 
• 

ref  ■ 
ref- 


uge !  Wide  open  for  you  is  the  gate ; 
BUS,  Your  Saviour  so  loving  and  true ; 
uge,  For  there  you  in  safety  may  dwell ; 
uge,  To  Jesus^the^Lamb  that  was  slain  ; 
,  -o-  -o- 


-O-  -O-  -iO- 


± 


mm 


Nay,  trust  not  the  dawn  of  the  morrow  ;  Ere  sunrise  it  may  be  too  late. 
Make  haste  to  the  arms  of  his  mer-  cy,  Wide  o  -  pen  and  waiting  for  you. 
What-  ev-  er  your  sin,  if  re  -  pentant,  Tell  Je-sus,  and  all  will  be  well. 
No     soul   ev-  er  sought  him  in  earnest  And  failed  its  request  to  ob  -  tain. 


Chorus. 


|s    1^    r  I- 
— o  


a  -   rise   and    a  -  way, 


'Tis     love  bids  thee 


^1 


tj5 — 5- 


=S=3 


u  1/ 

ward,  its  warn  -  ing      o  -  bey  ;     A  -    rise     and    a  -  way,  a 

-p.  ^  ^ 


L  IQ  — 
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Casting  all  your  care  upon  him,  for  he  careth  for  you. — i  Pe.  v.  7. 


W.  J.  K.  Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Weary    pil  -  grim  on    life's  path-way,  Struggling  on     beneath  thy  load ; 

2.  Are  thy    tir  -  ed  feet    un-  stead  -  y  ?   Does  thy  lamp    no  light  af  -  ford  ? 

3.  Are  the  ties     of  friendship  sev  -  ered  ?  Hushed  the  voices  fond-  ly  heard  ? 


-0-  -0- 

-0- .  -0- 

i  P 

m 

^•1^4  >' — ]/— 

i  ^  'f^  ^ 

Hear  these  words  of  con  -  sol  -  a  -  tion, — "  Cast  thy  bur  -  den  on  the  Lord.' 
Is  thy  cross  too  great  and  hea  -  vy  ?  Cast  thy  bur  -  den  on  the  Lord. 
Breaks  thy  heart  with  weight  of  .anguish,   Cast  thy  bur  -  den    on    the  Lord. 


Cast  thy  bur-  den  on  the  Lord,  Cast  thy  bur-den    on  the  Lord,  And  he  will 


^  'i/ — u^— h  ^ — w — 9  H- 

Ad  lib. 

-fV— 1  h          -N  1  -r 

Strengthen  thee,  sustain  and  comfort  thee ;  Cast  thy   bur  -  den  on    the  Lord. 

^r-g^-8-g=8-e-"S" if  f  f  >  r irM^rr ib-r: 

"^-^t*  y  & — y — fc/ — u — fc/  |s»  |a»— is 

1^  b  1  t 

4  Does  thy  heart  with  faintness  falter?  5  He  will  hold  thee  up  from  falling, 

Does  thy  mind  forget  his  word?  He  will  guide  thy  steps  aright ; 

Does  thy  strength  succumb  to  weakness  ?  He  will  strengthen  each  endeavor 

Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord.  He  will  keep  thee  by  his  might. 
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f^uUtln'm^  to  3tmB* 


-4 — 

—J 

-4Bi|  @ 

a» — o 

Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah  to      Je-  sus !  his  praise  let  us  sing ;  Our  Re-  deem-er,  our 

Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah   to  Je-  sus  !  though  trials  are  nigh,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah  !  the 

Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  the  mountains  of  danger  shall  sing ;  Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah  1  the 

Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah   to  Je-  sus !  no  strength  is  our  own ;  But  we  draw  our  sup  - 


1®" 

J  

- 

1 — ^~t^— 

t — 1 

L    1  ' 

7=^ 

-1  V 


^  


 ^  8^- 

Help-er,    our  Lead-er,  and    King ;     We  fol  -  low  his  guid-  ing,  we 

voice  of   our  faith  shall  re  -   ply ;  He   is  with    us,  he    leads  us,  in 

fields  of   life's    bat  -  tie   shall  ring;  And  the  val  -  ley      of   shadows,  the 

plies  from  the  King  on  his  throne ;  Ev  -  'ry  sin   shall  be  vanquished,  each 


i 


T- 


i 


-S3- 


...      V    y         ^   ■  -    '  r 

trust    in     his  might ;    We     live    by     his  pow-  er,   and  walk  in  his 

him  we  con-  fide,    We  will  scat-ter   sin's  legions    with  God  on  our 

lone  pass  of   death,    Shall     e  -  cho    in  mu-  sic     the  shout  of  our 

tempter  shall   flee ;    Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah    to  Je  -  sus !  he  gives  vie-  to 


light 

side ! 
faith. 


o — ^ 

— 1  .III. 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah    to  J 

e  -  su 

s  !  His  goodness  make 

known  ;  All  glo  -  i 

y,  and 

^ — — — \  \  i — H  — — H^— P^-P^F 

— r— L 

r-9-^— 1-— j  J  l-r-4  N—  1 


hon-  or,  and  praise  be  his  own ;  Hal-le  -  lu 
^   ^   jpL    .f^   JfOL     J      _  h  _Jtt. 


jah     to     Je  -  sus,  our 

-p-     -g-  iS2»- 


-CD- 
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=1= 


Saviour    is     he ;    Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah  !   he    gives  vie-  to  -  ry. 


J  1  1  


P  ^ 


X  Wtll  wot  jFtatr. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  While  out  on  life's  dark,  stormy    sea  How  sweet  to  know  that  Christ  is  near; 

2.  The     an-gry  waves  may  round  me  roll,  The  storm  may  rage,  the  night  be  drear, 

3.  Je  -  sus  con- trols  the  winds  and  waves,  The  storm  will  cease  at  his  command. 


tr^  

0— 

i^^  4  1    \  1  1 

 1  \  1  \  1 — 

 »1  ^  ^ — ' 

H  

4 — V  t— 

rit. 


Fine. 


5^ 


What  comfort  does  it    give    to    me.  When  I      his     loving  voice  can  hear. 

Peaceful    and  calm  shall  be    my  soul,  If  Christ   assures     me    he      is  near. 

A  -  mid   the  dang-er    Je  -  sus  saves,  He  holds  me    by    his    lov  -  ing  hand. 

^      -jCL  -p.  -p-  1^ 


— 8 — -\-  ■  p 


B.S.   Far,    far    a  -  bove  the    tempest  wild    I    hear  him  say," Fear  not  my  child." 


,  Chorus. 


-& — oi- 

I  1 

I   will  not  fear,     I     will   not  fear,  For  Christ  my   lov  -  ing  Saviour's  near ; 
^      ^     «      «      «      «  « 


i  10  V»  K» — 1&- 


-1 — t— ~ 

4  I'll  trust  in  his  almighty  power. 
Since  he  has  bid  me  not  to  fear ; 
I  know  that  in  life's  darkest  hour 
Jesus  my  Saviour  will  be  near. 


5  My  little  bark  he'll  safely  guide 
Into  the  port  of  endlest  rest. 
And  there  with  him  I  shall  abide 

And  naught  my  soul  shall  e'er  molest. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  L.  Hartsough. 


Arr.  by  Alice  Hartsough. 


,^        w      w  'k'  P 

How  bright  the  hope  that  Calv'ry  brings,  Where  love  divine  and  mercy  blends  ; 
'Tis  there !  'tis  there  the  soul  may  go,      And  wash  its  sins  and  stains  a  -  way  ; 
3  Speak,  speak  to  Zi  -  on's  burden'd  ones,   Lead,  lead  them  up  to  Calv'ry  s  Mount ; 


~^-^—^—ie^——  tT--    

How  full  the  joy    that  all  may  find.  Where  flows  the  blood  can  save  and  cleanse. 
Who  gives  up  ail, — who  comes  by  faith,     This  cleansing  finds  without  de  -  lay. 
The  want  of  ach  -  ing  hearts  is    met,      'Tis  cleansing  m   redemption's  fount. 
^  »  ^  -p-  ^       1^  ^  .  o    _  .  _  -P- 


i 


It 


5 


■V — & — — 


Chorus. 


i 


I    am  glad  there  is  cleansing  in  the  blood, 

there  is  cleansing  in  the  blood. 


I    am  glad  there  is 


i: 


— N^-  1^  ^  ^      f^T  j- 


U    5/   ^        1  ■       '  -T^-^ 

cleansing  in  the    blood,  Tell  the    world.  All  the 

there  is    cleansing   in    the  blood,  there   is  cleansing. 


cleansing. 


cleansing    in     the     Saviour's  blood. 


m 

1  1  ^  ^  5,  L 

^  f? — P!!  1^ 

4  Why  need  we  struggle  on  in  self. 

We  cannot  make  one  black  spot  white  ; 
'Tis  Christ's  own  blood,  and  that -alone, 
Can  change  and  cleanse  the  heart  aright. 


By  permission. 


5  I  come !  I  come !  and  glad  I  am 

That  Jesus  calls  the  lost  and  vile ; 
There  thousands  have  a  cleansing  found, 
I'll  heed  the  Saviour's  welcome  smile. 
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Rev.  W.  H.  BURRELL. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICir. 


[.  Launch  out  from  the  shore, Christiarx, out  from  the  shore,  Where  wild,  foaming  billows  ne'er 

2.  The  sail-  or  feels  happy  when  far  out  at  sea,  When  storms  are  pre-  vail-  ing  the 

3.  Sail  out  on  the    o-  cean  of   in  -  finite  love,  Its  bil  -  lows  will  bear  thee  to 


break  on  thee  more ;  Why  tarry  'mid  surges  that  dash  on  the  strand  ?  'Tis  sweeter  and 
coast  he  would  flee ;  Thus,  Christian,  thy  vessel,  when  out  on  the  wave,  The  strife  of  the 
E-den  above,Where's  rest  for  the  weary,  and  peace  for  the  soul,  And  struggling  be- 


saf  -  er  far  out  from  the  land.  Then  out  from  the  shore,  Christian,  out  from  the  shore, 
tempest  se-curely  shall  brave.  Where 
lievers  are  made  fully  whole. 


^  ^ — 

J 

N  r 

—  0^ 

wild,  foaming  billows  ne'er  break 

on  thee 

more;  A  • 

■  way  on  the    tide  !  and  the 

 H — 

 V 

wave 

s   you  may  ride ;  Then  ou 

f>  ^  ^  __C  -« 

— — gU 
t 

t   from  the  shore, 
CI 

rr  *^ 

ou 

iristiaa, 

fb  1 

t   from  the  shore  1 

ir—  1    ...  1^   1^   1  >  U- 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby.                                                                                        J  no.  R.  Sweney. 
-3-^  r-n  1  \  ^-1    I        N    I     J  I  J  \  \  h-i-H  ' 


Now  wave  the  standard  of  the  Lord,  Press  on  with  helmet,  shield,  and  sword  A  - 
Press  on  through  conflicts  deep  and  dire,  Press  on  !  with  one  intense  desire,  To 
Press  on  !  re-  joicing  ev'ry  day  ;    Press  on  !  and  trusting,  watch  and  pray  ;  Not 
Press  on  I  be  faithful    un  -  to  death  ;  Let  praise  be  heard  on  ev'ry  breath,  And 
^-(^    «     ^    -f^  -P-  -P-  -f^' 


i — 1- 


-I  \- 


gainst  the  hosts  of 

reach  the  prom  -  ised 

long  the  strife  will 

love    in  ev'    -  ry 


sin ;  . 
land : 
last : 

sons: ; 


 ^  - 


Fear  not,  but  still  the  promise  claim,  That 
Those  bright  and  sunny  hills  to  see,  Where 
Not  long,  for  soon,  with  glad  surprise,  Our 
Press  on  !  till  safe  at   Je  -  sus'  feet,  We'll 


i 


win. 
stand, 
past! 
throng. 


7^ 


we  shall  triumph  through  his  name,  And  crowns  of  glo  -  ry 
more  than  conquerors  we  shall  be.  And  with  our  Lead  -  er 
raptured  souls  will  cleave  the  skies.  And  shout,  our  tri  -  als 
rest,  in  righteousness  complete,   A  -  mong  the      ran  -  somed 


HQ.  HQ.  hQ. 

^ 

4— V- 

1  €91— 1 

o 

R — r 

\^  ^— O — f» — » — K>— 

^  P  

— 

1  1  -i  J  [  1 

4- 

^ — h — i — ' 

h  [  ' 

1  ^""^ 

 j 

us 

We're  marching  home  to  Canaan's  shore,  We're  marching  home  to  Canaan's  shore. 


m 


Sin^insT,  vie 


to  -  ry  !        »^ic  -  to  -  ry  I     Glo  -  ry      ev  -  er   -   more  ! 


1 


o-^ — o — o- 
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,  CONCLUDED. 


7o 


We're  marching  home  to  Canaan's  shore,  We're  marching  home  to  Canaan's  shore. 


— 1 — gzzgzn: 

P  P    -ttU  »  P — H  P 

(^'H — 

-?  V- 


i 


Singing,   vie  -  to 


ry! 


r 


vie  -  to  -  ry !        Glo  -  ry 


er  -  more! 


75  iFattli* 

"  The  substance  of  things  hoped  for,  the  evidence  of  things  not  seen.* 


— 1 ,  ^   ^  T   1 , 

m 

— o 



-J  j:  J.J-W-B^: 

I.  Dear  Saviour,  tho'  our  mortal  eyes  Have  never  looked  on  thee,  Yet  we  can  trust  eaclv 
2.'Ti3  faith's  strong  arm  that  lifts  our  souls  These  earthly  joys  above.  And  points  to  thee, our 
3.  We  know  thou  dwellest  in  our  hearts, We  feel  thy  presence  there,W e  know  thou  hearest 
4.  Thus  step  by  step, through  simple  faith.Thy  guiding  hand  we'll  trace.Till  where  thou  art  we 

I 


 N— f 

"t — 

U-© — © 

— 0 

-i- 

 H- 

precious  Friend,  Whom,  tho'  unseen,  we  love, 
when  we  pray.  And  thou  dost  answer  prayer, 
too  shall  come.  And  see  thee  face  to  face. 


Chorus. 


yet  on  thee  believe. Thou,  Lord,  hast  said  ;  and  from  thy  words  What  comfort  we  receive. 
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Lizzie  Edwards. 


Sesfttisi  out:  Eifii^t 


Wm,  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


s 


1.  There    is     a  calm,  and  stea  -  dy  light,  That  cheers  our  pil  -  grim  way, 

2.  The     humblest  soul  that  trusts  in  God  That  heav'nly  light   can  trace, 

3.  That    light    is    Je  -  sus,    bless- ed  truth  !  He  comes  our  path  to  cheer; 


1®- 

0 — 

MHr4i  

v- 

— 

J  '1 

-0 

— 
— e 

J-  ^ 

=S3^ 

_s — o>  0  

 ^r— 

— 

And,  through  its  beams,  the  precious  love  That  'lumes  our  Fa  -  ther's  face. 
His  presence  fills  our  hearts  with  joy,  And  casts  out  ev'  -  ry  fear. 
No     cloud  can  veil     its     gen  -  tie  rays,    Or     keep  them  from  our  sight. 


r*1 


 ©- 


Chorus. 

± — -f  


il±:8i 


O     the    light,  beauti  -  ful    light,  In  the 

beau-  ti  -  ful  light,    O  the    light,  beau-  ti  -  ful  light, 


p       -.,|0  .,jS>  ffi^ 


5=- 


^^^^^^^ 


where  it    points  our    long  -  ing    eyes    We    press    with  vig  -  or  new. 


i 


-jc»- 
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Isaiah  ii,  5.  Geo.  C.  Hugg. 


=1— H 

— 

• 

<l 

-Ld — ol  ^— 

-0-  -«t- 

1.  Walk  in  the  light  the  Lord  hath  given,      To  guide  thy  steps   a  -  right; 

2.  Walk  in  the  light  of   gos-  pel      truth,    That  shines  from  God's  own  word ; 


^ — N- 


-o-  -o* 

His  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it  sent  from  heav  n.  Can  cheer  the  dark-  est  night. 
A    light    to  guide  in   ear-  ly      youth       The  faith-  ful     of     the  Lord. 


Chorus. 


Walk    .    .        in    the       light,    .       .       .  walk    .       .         in  the 

Walk  in    the  light,  in     the    beau-ti  -  ful  light    of  God,     Walk  in    the  light,    in  the 


■                -  cJ- 

-J  J— 

 =d= 

*^  light, 

beau-ti  -  ful  light  of  God, 

 §— 

Walk    .       .       in  the 
'Walk  in    the  light,  in  the 

light, 

beau-ti  -  ful    light  of  God ; 

'  ^    '9^-1^  ^  ^— t  ' 

'      1/    — —  L 
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Walk  in  the  light !  tho'  shadows  dark. 
Like  spectres  cross  thy  way  ; 

Darkness  will  flee- before  the  light 
Of  God's  eternal  day. 

Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  know 

The  love  of  God  to  thee ; 
The  fellowship,  so  sweet  below, 

In  heaven  will  sweeter  be. 
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^  tjuntrrrJy  ^tnt&  to  tomt. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


S3i= 


1.  O   where  will  be  the   birds  that  sing,  A  hundred  years  to     come  ?  The 

2.  Who'll  press  for  gokl  the  crowded  streets  A  hundred  year^  to  come?  Who 

3.  W'e  all  within  our  i;raves  shall  sleep,    A   hundred  years  to     come  ;  No 


llow'rs  that  now  in    beau-  ty  spring,  A    hundred  years  to       come?  The 
tread  tliose  aisles  with  willing  feet     A    hundred  years  to      come?  Pale, 
liv  -  ing    soul    for    us   will  weep,  A    hundred  years  to      come ;  But 


-10  o — 


ro  -  sv  li]->,  the  lof  -  ty  brow.  The  heart  that  beats  so  gai  -  ly  now  ;  Oh, 
trembling  age,  and  fier  -  y  youth,  And  childhood  with  its  heart  of  truth.  The 
oth  -  er  nu-n  our  lands  will  till,  And  otli-  crs  then  our  streets  w  ill  till,  While 


I 


 ^— o 


where  will  be  love's  be  aming  e\  e,  Joy's  pleasant  smile,  and   sor-  row's  sigh, 
rich,    the  luv^-,    on  l.v.iJ  Awd  <c  \,  V\'here  will  the  mighty    mil  -  lions  be, 
oth  -  cr  birds  will  sing    as   gay,  And  bright  the  sun  shine    as        to  -  day, 


S- 


-V- 


Chori^. 


^  '  — « — o 


1 


A      hundred    years     to     come,     A      hundred    years     to  come, 


CorPYKlGHT,  iSSo,  by  JoHN  J.  HoOD. 
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Annie  E.  Thomson, 


m&t  nnXi  follow 

And  he  said  to  another.  Follow  me. — Lu.  ix.  59. 


Frank  M.  DA\^s, 


l^  ^  ^  ^ 


1.  Days  bright  beams  are  falling    On  the  shore  and  sea ;  List,  a  sweet  voice  calling, 

2.  Shades  of  eve  are    fall-  ing  On  the  shore  and  sea  ;  Still  that  voice  is  calling, 

3.  Death's  dark  door  is  falling.  Life's  soon  done  for  thee  ;  Sweet  that  voice  is  calling, 


|0     [OiO|0|C»  |r^ 

pp-jEFTi  LI 

L  li     1  t>-io-k>-Q>=F— 
k  b  U  U 


V  ^  1^  ^ 


"  Rise  and  follow  me  !"  Leave  thy  cares  and  du-  ties,  Leave  thy  race  un-run  ; 
"  Rise  and  follow  me  !"  Leave  thy  joys  and  pleasures.Tho'  full  bright  they  glow  ; 
"  Rise  and  follow  me  1"  Scale  yon  mount  of  glory,  Which  by  faith  you've  won  ; 


P     ^  ^ 


m 


f9   fp  ^-.(Ci__p:^ 


u  u  u 


Refraix. 


m 


Christ  will  show  new  beauties, When  his  will  we've  done.  a  sweet  voice  calhng 
Christ  hath  countless  treasures    of  his  love  to  show*. 

Soft-  Iv  walks  be-  fore  you  God's  most  blessed  Son.  List  I 


Rcf^eat  pp. 


"  Rise  and  fol-  low  me  ;"  List,  a  sweet  voice  call-  ing,  "Rise  and  follow  me.' 


P    P  P 


St 


From  "  New  Pearls  of  Song,"  by  per. 


O  CS>  CD  0  G3  <^  <Z> 

DO    RB    MI    FA   30L   LA  SI 


80 


W.  H.  RUDDIMAN. 


Wm.  J,  KiRKPATRlCK. 


1.  Onward  we  tread  to  the  ci  -  ty  of  God,  Nearing  our  home,  nearing  our  home ; 

2.  Short  is  the  race,  and  the  prize  is  at  hand,  Nearing  our  home,  nearing  our  home ; 

3.  Soon  will  the  sword  yield  its  place  to  the  palm,  Nearing  our  home,  nearing  our  home ; 


^^^^^ 


^|B_|*_|e_ 


Full  in  the  path  which  the  Master  hath  trod.  All  bright  with  life's  glory  and  bloom  : 
Firm  be  our  step  to  the  soul's  freedom-strand, Tho'  passing  thro'  sorrow  and  gloom ; 
Soon  ev'ry  sigh  find  its  glo  -  rifled  psalm.  In  yonder  sweet  land  of  per  -  fume : 
-Sh  -0-  -0-  -£f-  -0- 


± 


Hopeful  and  songful  our  mel-  odies  rise,    Nearing  our  home,  nearing  our  home, 
Clouds  will  disperse  at  the  Presence  divine.  Nearer  our  home,  nearer  our  home, 
Golden  the  streets,  and  of  crystal  the  stream.  Flowing  at  home,  flowing  at  home; 

V  v—v- 


EE 


I 


r  r  r  r — r 


Wafting  their  incense  of  praise  to  the  skies,While  ever  we're  nearing  our  home. 

nearing  hoir.e. 

Wonders  unuttered  around  us  will  shine.  And  tell  we  are  nearing  our  home. 
Welcome  us.  Lord,  to  the  ne'er-setting  beam  Of  splendor  immortal  at  home. 

yes,  at  home. 


Chorus. 


isi  time, 
2d  time, 


Beau       -        ti  -  ful  home!  beau       -        ti- ful  heav'nly  home ! 

Beau-ti  -  ful  home  !          beau-  ti-  ful  home  1  Beau-ti-  ful,  beau-  ti  -  ful  heav'nly  home  ! 

Near       -       ing  our  home !  near       -       ing  our  heav'nly  home ! 

Nearing  our  home  !         nearing  our  home  I  Nearing,  we're  nearing  our  heav'nly  home  ! 


-F"  1  1 


1 — [- 


±=3: 


\^    \         ^    V    ¥  V 
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Naught     there  of  tri       -        al,  of  sin,  or  of  gloom ; 

Naught  there  of  trial,  of  sin,  or  of  gloom,    Naught  there  of  tri  -  al,    of  sin,  or    of  gloom  ; 


MM, 


Je-  sus  IS 


F  f  F 


sus  is   guid      -      ing,  us 
guiding  us,    Je  -  sus  is  guiding  us 
-     -    .0.  -ff. 


LIS  safe    -     ly  homeV 


-th  -9- 

r.r  r 


-jg— f— jg— f— |g— 


y  '      home.?  ^  ^ 

Je-sus  in  safety    is    guiding  us  home 

t- 1- 1- {- ii^iLjjL} 


^  ^  b  b  U-U 


u  w  r    I  ^     ^   r  I 


I 


i 


pfe^r^  i|  Kin 

Tf-r 

1?= 


"J 


in: 


The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise, 

Who  reigns  enthroned  above, 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 

And  God  of  love : 
Jehovah,  great  I  Am, 

By  earth  and  heav'n  confessed; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name, 

Forever  blest. 

\  The  God  of  Abrah'm  Draise, 

At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 

At  his  right  hand  : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake. 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power  ; 
And  him  my  only  portion  make. 

My  shield  and  tower. 


3  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise, 

Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me,  all  my  happy  days. 

In  all  his  ways  ; 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend, 

He  calls  himself  my  God  ! 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end, 

Through  Jesus'  blood. 

4  He  by  Himself  hath  sworn, 

I  on  his  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagle  wings  upbome, 

To  heaven  ascend ; 
I  shall  behold  his  face, 

I  shall  his  power  adore. 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 

For  evermore. 


82 


W.  H.  Flavillk. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


<s>  ©- 


1.  Tho'  tempted  and  tried  we  may  be,    The  tempter  we  boldly  de  -  fy  ;  .  A 

2.  Tho'  here  we  have  sorrow  and  care,   We  nev-  er  are  left  all  a  -  lone  ;  For 


Friend  that  is  stronger  than  he  .  Is  ev  -  er  con-  venient-  ly  by  :  His 
Je-  sus  hath  promised  to    share,     And  make  all  our  troubles  his  own  :  The 


5 


rd-rb  

5.2— 4Jh 

r 

Sav  -  lour !  he  stands  by  our  side, 


A     Friend  ev  -  er  watchful  and 


 1- 

1^ 

^^^^ 

near,  And  ev  -  er  so  loving  and  kind,  He's  bidding  us  be  of  good  cheer, 
near;         And  whilst  in  his  love  we  a-  bide,  He's  bidding  us  be  of  good  cheer 


T  ^ 
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The  Saviour  says,  "  Be  of  good  cheer,"  The  say-ing    we  glad-ly     re  -  ceive  ; 


— o 

 1 

S — 1 

— o 

Oh,  who  can  be  fearful,  or  fall 
Or  fail  to  be  earnest  and  brave, 

Whilst  He  is  salvation  to  all 

Who'll  trust  in  his  power  to  save  ? 


Then  be  of  good  cheer  and  go  on  ; 

Your  Saviour  the  path  will  make  clear, — 
His  voice,  in  sweet  whispers,  anon. 

Is  bidding  us  be  of  good  cheer. 


J.  M.  WiGNER. 


^^^^^ 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


Lost   one  !  wand'ring  on      in   sadness,    None  to  guide  or  comfort  thee, 

2.  Peace  I     of-fer,    and     sal- va  -  tion.  Par-don, — blood-bought,  full  and  free . 

3.  Long  I've  watched  thee  blindly  straying ;  Long  have  I  been  call-  ing  thee  ; 


m 


i 


-1— 

f 


i 


Vain-  ly  seek-ing 
Spurn  no  more  my 
Time  flies  swift-ly, 


rest  and  gladness.      Far,    far  from  ine. 
in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion,  Come,  come  to  me. 
cease  de-  lay  -ing,  Haste,  haste  to  me. 


Far  from  me, 
Come  to  me. 
Haste  to  me. 


far  from  me,    Far,    far   from  me. 

come  to  me,  Come,  come  to  me. 

haste   to  me.  Haste,  haste  to  me. 

Si 


i 


•|5  [a-^|o--j-^cD-^- 
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Lord,  I  come,  my  sins  confessing  ; 

Jesus'  blood  my  only  plea : 
Keep  me  in  the  path  of  blessing, 
Close,  close  to  thee. 

■  5. 

Then,  when  I  am  called  to  sever 

From  the  friends  so  dear  to  me, 
I  shall  dwell  in  heaven  forever. 
Blest,  blest,  with  thee, 
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Mary  D.  James. 


Wm.  J,  KiRKPATRICK. 


5t=fc 


i 


3£ 


mi 


1.  Ho !   ye  seekers    aft  -  er  pleasures, 

2.  Come  and  see  these  stores  of  blessings, 

3.  Come  and  see  thy    own  dear  Saviour, 

4.  Hungry  soul,  earth  cannot  feed  thee; 

5.  Come  and  see  the  glorious  banquet; 


Craving  ease  and  worldly  gain, 
Richer    far   than  gems  or  gold ; 
Full  of  grace,  and  love,  and  pow'r ; 
On  -  ly  husks  can   it  af-ford: 
Seeing  thou  wilt  long  to  taste : 


-v — V — — ^ 


-4— s 

~a 

— 

«3 

-  Ml 

y.  =--0  jg 

What  have  all  earth's  g 

aided 

treasures 

Yielded 

you  but  toil  anc 

i 

M 

paij 

1? 

More     to    be  desired  than   ru  -  bies,       Joys    divine  and  bliss  untold ; 

Wait  -  ing     to    extend   his     fa  -  vor,  Proff 'ring  thee  his  love  this  hour ; 

Come  and  see  what  great  pro  -  vis  -  ion  Crowns  thy   loving   father's  board  ; 

Then   thy  soul  will  bound  with  gladness  :  Come  now,  to   the   ta  -  ble  haste  ! 


Here  are  riches  vast  and  free : 

These  are  offered  now  to  thee. 

Hear  his   tender  words  to  thee  : 

Lo,     he  waits  and  calls  for  thee. 

Come,  his  welcome  guest  to  be ; 


Weary  wand'rers,  come  and  see  1 
Wand'rer,  come, oh , come  and  see ! 
"  Wayward  one,  oh,  come  to   me  !" 
Starving  sinner,   come  and  see  ! 
Tar-ry  not!  oh,  come  and  see  ! 

come  and  see. 


3 


\- — I— ^-  -  . 


Here  are  riches  vast  and 
These  are  offered  now  to 
Hear  his  tender  words  to 
Lo,  he  waits  and  calls  for 
Come,  his  welcome  guest  to 


^^^^ 


free :  .  Weary  wand'rers,  come  and  see  ! 

thee,  Wand'rer,  come,  oh,  come  and  see  1 

thee :  *'  Wayward  one,  oh,  come  to  me  !" 

thee,  Starving  sinner,  come  and  see  ! 

be ;  Tar  -  ry  not !  oh,  come  and  see  ! 

come  and  see. 
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H.  R.  Palmer. 


1.  The  prize     is    set      be -fore  us,     To  win,   his  words  implore      us,  The 

2.  We'll  fol  -  low  where  he  lead  -  eth,  We'll  past  -  ure  where  he   feed  -  eth,  We'll 

3.  Our  home    is  bright    a  -  bove  us,     No    tri  -  als   dark     to  move    us,  But 


eye     of  God   is  o'er  us,  From  on  high, /rf?/;^  ^>;e  A/'^/^  ;  His  loving  tones  are  calling, 
yield  to  him  whopleadeth  From  on  high,/rof?t  on  /^^^/^/Then  naught  from  him  shall  sever, 
Jesus,  dear,  to  love  us,  There  on  high,  there  on  high;  We'll  give  him  best  endeavor, 


w  n7 — p  =pL^=tr_t2=f=f 


1-®- 


It — ^ — N — N — K — ^ — \- 


While  sin  is  dark,  appalling;  'Tis  Jesus  gently  calling,  He  is  nigh, ^/J^/^. 
Our  hope  shall  brighten  ever.  And  faith  shall  fail  us  nev-er,  He  is  nigh,>^^  is  nigh. 
And  praise  his  name  forever;  His  precious  ones  can  never,  Nev-er  die,  never  die. 


By    and  by     we  shall  meet  him,  By   and  by     we  shall  greet  him,  And  with 

^   I     N    ^  ^  N    N  N 


Jesus  reign  in  glory.  By  and  by,  by  and  by  ;    Jesus  reign  in  glory,  By  and  by. 


By  permission. 
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Mrs.  C.  L.  Shacklock.  '*  Enter  ye  in  at  the  strait  gate."  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1   1  : 

1.  O     youth  in  the  sj 

2.  O     wayworn  and 

3.  Oh,   waste  not  the 

Dring  -  time 
wea  -  ry, 
mo-  ments, 

 Sho^^hSS- 

Of      gladness  and 
By      sorrow    op  - 
No       longer  de  - 

 ^  \  1  1 

jo 
pre 
lay 

y,  .  . 

5St, 

-i  N  


Turn  not  to  the  pleas  -  ures 
There's  balm  for  the  wound-  ed, 
Lay       hold  on  the    prom  -  ise 


Which     lure  to  de   -  stroy : 
Peace,     pardon,  and  rest: 
While     yet  it    is  day:' 


The  an-  gels  of  prom  -  ise 

Thou'rt  welcome,  thrice  wel  -  come, 
While      Mer-  cy  is     plead  -  ing, 


Thy  com-ing  a  -  wait, 
Al  -  though  thou  art  late. 
Be     -     fore  'tis  too  late, 


■"--qI  d^gTT  Qi        rot— oL-ag— ^  1^  ^  — — j — lx 


-o-     .  _    _    _         _  _ 

ter  the  beauti-  ful,  beauti-  ful  gate  ! 

ter  the  beauti-  ful,  beauti-  ful  gate  ! 

ter  the  beauti-  ful,  beauti-  ful  gate  ! 


Oh,  hasten  to  en 

Then  hasten  to  en 
Oh,         hasten  to  en 


Chorus. 


i 


a: 


Beau      -       ti  -  ful    gate,    .    .      Beau        -  ti-  ful    gate !    .    .  It 

Beauti  -  ful  gate,  beauti-ful  gate  !    Beauti-  ful,    beauti  -  ful,    beautiful  gate ! 
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K-iV 


^  ^  h 


leads  to  the  kingdom  of  glory  above  ;  It  leads  to  the  Father  of  in-finite  love ; 
-p-o-io-io-p-i— -H  (O-io-p-o-rp-io-TO  S  _g_ 


Beauti-ful  gate,       beauti-ful  gate,       Beau       -        ti  -  ful    gate ! 

Beauti-  ful,  beauti  -  ful,    beauti-  ful  gate  I 


 :gqgqgi:g^oMVotJlJloL-^ 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


U  1/ 

Je-  sus,  when  he  left  the  sky,    And  for    sinners  came  to   die,    In  his 
Mothers  then  the  Saviour  sought  In    the   places  where  he  taught,  And  to 
Did  the  Saviour  say  them  nay  ?    No,  he    kindly  bade  them  stay,  Suffer'd 
'Twas  for  them  his  life  he  gave,    To  re  -  deem  them  from  the  grave,  Jesus 


mercy  passed  not  by       Lit-  tie  ones  like  me.    Lit-  tie  ones,    lit- tie  ones, 
him  the  children  brought,  Lit-tle  ones  like  me. 
none  to  turn  a  -  way       Lit-tle  ones  like  me. 
now  will  gladly    save       Lit-tle  ones  like  me. 


'  Suffer  them  to  come,"  said  he  ;  Jesus  loves  the  little    ones,    Little  ones  like  me. 


OPYRIGHT,  iS8o,  by  John  J.  Hood, 


O  <2>         <S>         <^  <Z) 

DO    KE    MI     FA   SOL   LA  SI 


88 


Zion* 


Rev.  E.  H.  Stokes,  D.D.  /^I^V't^^^  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 

Fair  as  the  moon,  clear  as  the  sun,  and  terrible  as  an  army  with  banners." — Song  of  S.,  vi.  lo. 


-O-r- 


£>.€.  I.  Beau-ti-ful      Zi  -    on!       strong     old        Zi  -  onl      Won- der-  ful 


2.  On,    blessed     Zi  -    on  1     soul-  conqu'ring     Zi  -  on  I       Peace-  making 

3.  Oh,    ho  -  ly      Zi  -    on !    world-conqu'ring     Zi  -  on !  Thy  splendor  with 


Zi  -  on,     with  pal-  a  -  ces     grand  !       Triumphant  Zi  -  on !    laurel-crown 'd 


Zi  -  on,  march  bloodlessly  on  I 
light  is    fill  -  ing  the      air : 


Bulwarks  of   Zi  -  on,     tow-ers  of 
Joy-giv-  ing    Zi  -  on !  song-making 


Fine, 


-A — N- 


-f— g- 


Zi  -    on  !  Thy  conquests  ex-  tend  o'er 


i 


and     land : 


Zi  -  on  !  Glow  in  the  light  of  mil  -  len  -  ni  -  al  sun ! 
Zi  -    on  1  The  chime  of  thy  bells     brings        hope  to    de  -    spair : 

-4- 


m 


w — g 


It 


3s: 


1  V- 

more  in      sad  -  ness,      go  forth  in    glad  -  ness,    Gran-  deur  of 

-4- 


.7  r 

Je  -  sus 
Surg  -  ing 


in  thy  glo  -  ry, 
life  for  -   ev    -  er 


tell  the  glad  sto  -  ry, 
comes  like  a       riv    -  er, 


and 
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^ — !v 


-A    rv    V —  1-     I     -Pv — p 


na  -tions,  with  banners  on       high  1       Glo-  ry    now    flash-es,     sackcloth  and 


3: 


<* — o — o- 


talc  -  ing  the  sor-  row-ing       in  ;  From  thy  high  tow-  ers    ring,  thro'  the 

swelling    thy  channels  all     through ;    Heart,  feel  no     tremor,     God  thy  Re  - 


-4^ 


[/se  the  first  four  lines  as  Chorus.  JD^C, 
ash  -    es  Pass  like  the     clouds  from  the  face  of   the     sky.       Oh ! 


 N  

1  ^  b 

hours,    .    .      God  thy   Re  -   deem  -  er     is     sav-  ing  from  sin.       Oh ! 
deem  -  er    Is    mak-ing  the       world,     thro'  Zi-  on,    a  -  new.  D.C, 


— 

s — 

K — 

V 

F-f  •  r"fr  r: 

1  al 

©(org  to  t|)t  Hantii. 

Rev.  B.  W.  GoRHAM.    By  per. 


The  world  is     o  -  ver  -  come, 

My   sins  are  washed  a  -  way 
I've  washed  my  garments  white 
The  martyrs    ov-  er    -  came 
I    soon  shall  gain  the  skies, 


By  the  blood 
In  the  blood 
In  the  blood 
By  the  blood 
Thro'  the  blood 


of 

of 
of 
of 
of 


the  Lamb, 

the  Lamb, 

the  Lamb, 

the  Lamb, 

the  Lamb. 


Chorus. 


Glo-  ry  to    the    Lamb  I  Glo-  ry  to    the    Lamb  I  Glo-ry    to     the  Lamb ! 
-0-*-|0-  <E)-     .     -(0-»iO- -lO-'-O-  -oLp      c*.  A 


-4../  1  V  VlJ*    -I  ut  1  
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Arranged  by  C.  H.  G.  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


3^= 


Si* 


I 


1.  Wa  -  ters    from    the     sniit-  ten  rock,    Ev  -  er     sweet  -  ly       flow  -  ing, 

2.  le  -   sus     ev   -    er     sweet  -  ly  calls,  "Thirsty    souls,  come    hith  -  er, 

3.  Bles  -  sed  Fount     of       sav  -  inj;  love  !   All  who   \vill  may      en  -  ter  ; 


± 


_«»  


5-- 


57 


"S — 8l~j{|~g~**  -I--— 


^-4 


-O — O- 


I  1  1  


321 


To  re  -  fresh  the  thirst-  y  flock  Through  the  des  -  ert  go  -  ing; 
Liv  -  ing  wa  -  ters  How  for  thee,  Drink,  and  live  for-  ev  -  er;" 
All     in     Christ   may  find     a     hope, —  In     this      glorious     cen  -  tre ; 


See  ex  -  liaust  -  less  streams  a-  rise 
From  the  Rock  the  wa  -  ters  rise, 
Sav  -  iuiT     mer  -  cies     now  abound, 


h3- 


For  the  faint  and  dy  -  ing, 
O  -  pen'd  is  the  Foun-  tain, 
le  -  sus     is      the     qiv  -   er ; 


It 


-iO- 


~« — «- 


1  ^ 

Sparkling 
]e  -  sus 
i  his 


m 


of  -  fers 
]">ard'ning 


■1  !r-r- 

longing  eves.  Ev  -  'ry  want  sup  -  ply  -  ing. 
full  supplies.  Come  to  Zi  -  on's  Mountain, 
love  have  found,  Praise  his  name   for  -  ev   -   er  ! 


-Oh  ^ — 


m 


flow  -    ing,  'Tis  flow-  ing  for  you  and  for     me ; 


1  • 
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'Tis    flow  -  ing, 


foun  -  tain  full    and  free. 


i 


**  That  Rock  was  Christ.** 

N     I  N 


S.  J.  ROBSON. 


1.  Standing  on    the      sol  -  id    rock,  Safe  from  ev  -  'ry 

2.  Founded  by     a      promise    sure,  That  for  -  ev  -  er 

3.  In    the    fort-  ress,    safe  from  sin,  With  the    ho  -  ly 

4.  O     the  qui  -  et,    wondrous  rest  Of  the   soul  that 


tern-  pest  shock, 
shall  en  -  dure, 
One   shut  in, 
thus    is  blest ! 


 y-  L 


^^^^^^^^ 


Safe  from  all    the    winds  that  blow.  Safe  from   all  the  waves  that  flow. 

Tho'  the  world  may   rock  and  fall,        I  shall  not  be  moved  at    all ! 

All     I     do     is     trust  and  wait,  Till  he     o  -  pen  heaven's  gate. 

What  if  rich  or     ne'er  so  poor.       If  at    last  our  heav'n  is  sure. 


0 — 1 

0 — 0—1—1 

s — ®-^S— r 

1 — J 

— 

^  i 

n 

i 

^ —  1 

m 

-r — r  J — a-n—u— 

nev  - 

er,  B 

iii 

•  

at  shall 

save  for-  ev  -  er;  Sure    is  his   word,  Praise,  praise  the  Lord! 

— Lg 

■ 

0  ^  If  P  1  — 1^-- L| —  
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Rev.  E.  H.  Stokes,  D.D.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 

^^^^^^^^ 

1.  He  is  ris  -  en  !  Christ  the  ho  -  ly,    He  the  Christ  who  once  was  slain  ; 

2.  He  is  ris  -  en  !  men     despis  -  ing  Truths  of  God,  revealed  in  time  ; 

3.  Ris  -  en  !  ris  -  en  !  ev'  -  ry   na  -  tion,  Join   the    un  -  i  -  ver  -  sal  joy ; 

4.  Ris  -  en  !  ris  -  en !  joy     for  -  ev  -  er,  Christ  is    vie-  tor,  death  in  chains ; 


^ 

0 

— G  0—0 

-s 

4 

He  the  earth-born,  lone  and  low-  ly, 
Ris  -  en  !   to    his  foes    sur  -  prising, 
Let  the  song  fill    all      ere  -  a  -  tion, 
Grave  shall  gain  domin-  ion    nev-  er. 


-V— V- 


Bursts  the  tomb,  and  lives  a  -  gain. 
To  his  friends  a  joy  su  -  blime ; 
Men  and  an  -  gels'  tongues  employ, 
Je  -   sus  lives  !  Mes-  si  -  ah   reigns  ! 


i 


=8^ 

1  Nn 

— 0 — 0 

=8- 

Grace  di-  vine  to  men  a  -  bounded,  Grave,  sin,  hell  are  all  confound-  ed. 
Ris  -  en  ?  yes,  a  -  live  for  ev  -  er,  Christ  of  endless  life  the  giv  -  er. 
Sad  -  den  hell  and  gladden  heaven, — Death  is  conquer'd,  Christ  is  ris  -  en  ! 
Thrill  the  earth  with  the  glad  sto  -  ry.  We  shall  reign  with  him  in    glo  -  ry. 


p  0? 

Key  of  A  b. 


^  ^ 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  Christ  is  ris  -  en  from  the  dead. 
-0-*  <^  1^  ^    i^*f^         iO-    -P-'        -iQ-  iO-    ^  -P-  iO- 


^  rh^  -p-  ^o-  -o-  -o-   4=^  -P-  ^ 


'V 
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Arranged. 


FOR  THE  INANT-SCHOOL.  Thos.  H.  Ervin. 




r  -A 

— ^ 

1.  Je  -  sus  loved  the  lit  -  tie  children,    Laid  his  hand  up  -  on   each    head ; 

2.  Je  -  sus  blessed  the  lit  -  tie  children  With   the  blessings    of     his  love, 

3.  Blessed    Saviour,  kind  Redeem-er,  Lay    thy  hand    up  -  on    my    head ; 


^~^r~r  T'  r  — — 

H  1  d  -i- 

^^^^^^^^^ 


@l .  J  J  3 


In  his  arms  he  gent-  ly  raised  them,  And  these  lov-ing  words  he  said  : 
And  it  seems  he  still  is  say-  ing,  While  he  rules  the  world  a  -  bo^ : 
Give  to     me     the    children's  blessing,  When  those  loving  words  were     said  : 


J  j     \    H/^^ — — — t  1 — '-p--* 


Chorus. 


Suf  -  fer      lit  -  tie      chil  -  dren     to      come    un  -    to      me,    And  for  ■ 

rrrrr- 


g  I  1° 


i  k— 


 0 

— « 

— 0 — 

^ — J — g 

=8 

r  1 

_j«-^_f» — — 1« — p— 1«-  - 

come  un  -  to    me,   For    of   such     is     the    king-  dom     of     heav  -  en. 
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Arranged  by  J.  A.  Danks. 


Wfiflitit  Stat, 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  There's  a  song,  thrilling  song,   in   the  air; 

2.  There's  a    tu  -  mult  of    rap-  tur  -  ous  joy  ; 

3.  In    the     light  of  that    magnet  -  ic  star 

4.  We    re  -  joice  here  to  -  day    in    the  light ; 


There's  a  star,  mystic 

O'er  the  promised,  yet 
Lie  the  a  -  ges,  like 
And  we     ech  -  o,  thrice 


r  rri 

iT  -r  r-  - 

i>  %% 

U  1  1    l|    '  l| 

star,   in   the  sky; 

won-  der-  ful  birth  ; 

dewdrops  im  -  pearled ; 

ech  -  o    the  song, 


There's  a    vir    -    gin      mother's  deep  prayer, 

For  the    vir    -    gin      mother's  sweet  boy 

And  the   ser  -  aph's    song  from  a    -  far 

That  comes  down  thro'  the  si    -     lent  night 


(y):  r  ^  ^ 


And  a   help  -  less  in-fant's  low     cry  ;  . 

Is  the  Lord   of    Heaven   and  earth ;  . 

Has  swept  swiftly    o  -  ver  the  world  ; 

From  the  heavenly  an-  gel-  ic  throng, 


Lo,  his  star  flashes  out,  while  the 
Lo,  his  star  flashes  fire,  while  the 
Every  hearth  is  a  -  flame,  and  the 
And  we  shout  to  the  heav'nly   e  - 


<i>- 


beau-  ti  -  ful  sing.  And  the  man  -  ger  of  Bethl'hem  now  cradles  a 
beau-  ti  -  ful  sing.  For  the  man  -  ger  at  Bethl'hem  now  cradles  a 
beau-  ti  -  ful  sing.  In  the  homes  of  the  Nation,  that  Je  -  sus  is 
van  -  gel  they  bring.  While  we  greet  in  his    era  -  die  our  Saviour  and 


King. 
King. 
King. 
King. 
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Mrs.  Emma  Pitt. 


1.  List !   list !  'tis  the    an  -  gels  singing  Sweet-est  chants  on  Christmas    morn  ; 

2.  See  !   see  !-with  all  beau-ty    teeming,     O  -  ver    yon  -  der    east-ern  sky, 


g--r-r-,-r- 

-1 — 1 — 1- 

^^^^ 

H  

^7 

^  iJ  P  1^ 

^  1 

^^^^ 


Hark!  hark! 'tis  the  mu- sic  ring- ing,  O'er  the  sol  -  emn  still  -  ness  borne. 
Yes !      yes !   'tis  the  bright  star  gleaming.  Shin-  ing  pure  -  ly    from     on  high. 


1    1  p— r 

Solo,  or  Semichorus.    (^T/^zy  de  omitted.) 


SI 


ml 


Glory  in  the  high-est,  glo 


Glory  in  the  high-est,  glo 
Chorus. 


- 

^  -f 

W- 


Si  ^ 


on  earth, 


to 


good-will. 


Hark !   the    an  -  gels  sing    it     still.   Peace  on  earth,   to     men  good  -  will. 

^  -    -  :      :^  ■J^  ^ 
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Mrs.  Flora  B.  Harris. 
Andante  con  espress. 

fee: 


AN  EASTER  SONG. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  A   pall  -  id  dawn  is    stealing        O'er   fair     Ju-de-an     hills,  The 

2.  They  come  who  loved  the  Master,  With  trembling  hearts  and  sore,  To 

3.  O    Christ,  thy  love  forev  -  er  In     liv  -  ing  beauty     flowers ;  Yet 


fa: 


J  J 


-* — 0 — 0- 


— •- — Y  r 

i  ^  1 

1  

 ^   9* 

^   ^ 

esi 

»  \  

>    1  t'-r- 

 <§»i 

1 — 

^— el  « 

dew  -  y  blossoms     wak  -  en, 
find  the  Dawn  E  -  ter  -  nal,— 
is     its    fragrance    sweet-  est 


Be   -    side    the   peaceful    rills ;         With  - 
The    grave     an     o-  pen   door, —  The 
In      East  -  er's  golden    hours ;  For 


iPl— el- 


J  ^ 


m 


-0  


± 


in       the  lone-  ly     gar-  den,    Where  slept      the  Son  of     God,  The 
o  -    pen  door  of    heav-  en,    Where  shin  -  ing  wardens  bide,  In 
then  earth  blooms  exult-  ing        To    join      us    as  we     sing, —  "  O 


^  T¥9^ 


A-^ — 

 ^  J— 

-j— s — ^-s- 

,  1  -a  

-iCD- 


-ta- 


Jit: 


paths,  by  men  for  -  sak  -  en, 
rai  -  ment  like  the  lil  -  ies, 
Grave,  where  is  thy    vie  -  t'ry, 


By     an  -   gel  feet   are  trod. 
That  bloom  at  East-  er  -  tide. 
O  Death,  where  is  thy  sting!" 
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Chorus.  Allegro. 
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way  !  For  Christ  the  Lord  "  is  ris'n  to    day  ; 


The  stone,  the  stone  is  roll'd  a-  way,  The  seal    is  broken  now  for  aye !  Since 


as? 


i 


-(3- 


Christ  the  Lord,  since  Christ  the  Lord,  Since  Christ  the  Lord  hath   ris'n    to  -  day. 


=8: 


Tune,  RATHBUN.  8,7. 


1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me  ; 
Lo  !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


a 


5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory,  etc. 


98 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


©ottcft  mt  not  ^mtt. 


Jno.  R.  Swenht. 


1.  Touch  not  nor  taste  the  sparkhng  cup,  That  lures  to   grief  and  pain,  That 

2.  But    lift,  with  ten-,  der,  pit- ying  hand.  Its  vie  -  tims  from  the  dust;        Re  - 

-I; 


4-     N*  V» 


J==J 


J  


^3 


f*i — 


wound-  eth  Hke  a  ser  -  pent's  fangs.  Destroy  -  ing  heart  and  brain  :  Touch 
proach  them  not,  nor  chide  their  wrong,  Be  kind     as    well    as     just :  A 


^^^^^^ 


J  J  u 


^  '  


not  nor  taste  the  sparkhng  cup.  Nor  in  its  rev-  els  share ;  A  - 
word  may  touch     a  sleep-  ing  chord     Of  mem'-  ry  pure  and  sweet.  And 


0  \» 


^  Nf  ^  Nf 


ceft 

do. 

^  J  ■  ot- 

s  

©1  .         ^  ^ 

way !  a  -  way !   Re  -  mem    -    ber  this,- 

bring      them,  sor    -  ry    for        their  sins, 


God's  blessing  is  not  there. 
To  bow    at  Je  -  sus'  feet. 
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Chorus. 


— — f 

— ^  1 

 U 

'ol     1  «^ 

^  g 

1 

I  I  i 

Touch  not  nor  taste  the  sparkling  cup,  That  lures  to  grief  and  pain  ;  That 


^■fa.ffja.^,   togriefandpain. 


I  f-l— 

 ^ 

.  -n  5si — ^ 

3e 

1 

>  _j  i — 

wound-  eth  like      a     ser-  pent's  fangs,  De  -  stroy-  ing  heart  and  brain. 


r  r 

 j  jO  jO-O — ® 

— 

7-h  1  i  1  

3  Go,  seek  them  out, — poor.wand'ring  sheep,  There  comes  a  cheering  thought  to  those 

That,  on  the  mountain  cold,  Who  toil  in  patient  love, — 

Are  hungry, — starving  now  for  bread, —  Each  soul  reclaimed  shall  be  a  star 

Go,  lead  them  to  the  fold :  To  deck  their  crown  above. 


Tune,  BARTIMEUS,  8,  7. 


1  ^ 

--^^ 

T-Pa  «!- 

— m 

:  cn  r 

— i-^ 

i 

-H  

 \--< 

ii 

--CD— ^ 
I©- 

^  G  to  - 

-9  0--g5 

1  ^-J-^ 

— i^-^ — ^ 

i  

 10- 

1  God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love, 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


5  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove 
From  the  gloom  his  mercy  streameth ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love, 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Every-where  his  glory  shineth  ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
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^tutttui  urn. 


Old  Melody,  arr.  by  Ed. 


— O 

an  hour  of 
a  home  for 


peace  -  ful  rest, 
wea    -  ry  souls 


To  mourning  wand'rers  giv-en  ; 
By  sin  and    sorrow  driven, 


-r 

There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distress'd,  A  balm  for  ev  -  'ry  wounded  breast, 
When  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals,  Where  storms  arise  and    o-  cean  rolls, 


m 


rrrrvnm 


± 


'Tis  found  a  -  lone  in  heav  -  en. 
And  all    is  drear  but  heav  -  en. 


101 


E.  R.  Latta. 


3  There  faith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given  ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 

And  all  serene  in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given ; 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom ; 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 


Wm.  Church,  Jr. 


V 

V 

— ^ 

 !— 

-d- 

9^ 

=1=8 

1.  When  the  clouds  of  doubt  o'ershadow, 

2.  When  the  billows     rage   a  -  bout  thee 

3.  In  the    sil  -  ence     of   thy   clos  -  et, 


And  thy  path  seems  dark  as  night, 
And  the  tempest     rude-  ly  blows. 
When  no  oth  -  er    hears  thy  prayer. 


Go  to  Je-  sus.  Cling  to  Je  -  sus, 
Christ  can  speak  the  wild  commo  -  tion 
Thy  Re-  deem-  er  will   re  -  gard  thee, 


He  will 
In  a 
He  will 


— — g^-s — "'©^ 
give  thy  spir  -  it  light, 
moment     to     re  -  pose, 
ev  -  er    meet  thee  ^  there. 
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Refrain. 


^liUS   to    3^ti9fttj9f*— CONCLUDED. 

JNJ  ]  N_ 


Go    to    Je  -  sus,     he    will  help  thee ;  Cling  to    Je  -  sus,    he     will  save ; 


When  tempta-  tions  fierce  be  -  set  thee,  Cling  to  rje-  sus,  he^  will  save. 


i 


5^ 


1  1  h 


102     mn^i)  J^e  'mutt  m  Swo^* 

Wesley.  T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  My    God,  my  God,  to  thee     I   cry.  Thee  on  -  ly  would   I    know ; 

2.  Touch  me,  and  make  the  lep  -  er  clean,  Purge  my    in  -  i  -  qui  -  ty ; 

3.  Be-  hold,    for  me  the    vie  -  tim  bleeds,  His  wounds  are  o  -pen  wide ; 


Thy  pur  -  1  -  fy  -  ing  blood  ap  -  ply,  And  wash  me  white  as  snow. 
Un  -  les  thou  wash  my  soul  from  sin,  I  have  no  part  in  thee. 
For    me    the  blood  of  sprinkling  pleads,  And  speaks  me  jus  -  ti  -  fied. 


+■  i'  I  — r 


I 


D.S,       O    cleanse  my  heart  from  ev  -  'ry  sin,  And  make  me    pure   with  -  in. 
Refrain. 


O    Sav-  iour,  wash  me  in  the  foun-  tain  That  flows  from  Calv'ry's  moun-tain  ; 


i 


<i> 


5t 


-V — U — 1/ 


f-f 


CoPYRiGHT,  1880,  by  T.  C.  O'Kane. 
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E.  R.  Latta. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


i7 

The  night  of  sin,  long  and  gloomy,    Is      pass  -  ing  fast 


way  ! 


2.  Fresh  courage  take,  light  is  breaking,  More  bright-ly  glows   the     ray  ! 

3.  The  darkness  flies,    day   is  dawning.  And  none  its  course  may     stay ! 

4.  The  Lord  shall  reign  o'er  the  people  ;  They  will    his  voice    o   -    bey  ! 


The  gos  -  pel,  blessed     gos  -  pel,    Is     her-  aid-  ing   in    the  day. 


Chorus. 


The   gos  -  pel,       .       .       .         the     gos  -  pel,        .        .        .  The 
blessed     gos  -  pel  I  blessed     gos  -   pel ! 


glo  -  rious,  bless  -  ed     gos  -  pel,     Is     her  -  aid-  ing    in      the  day. 


i 


104 


Rev.  Theo.  Monod, 


J.  G.  Robinson. 


-CD- 


-CD- 




1.  O  the  bitter  ||   shame  and  sorrow,  ||  That  a  time  could  ||  ever  be,  ||  When  I  let 

2.  Yet  he  found  me,  ||I  beheld  him  jj Bleeding  on  the  acjl cursed  tree,  |j Heard  him  pray, 

3.  Day  by  day  his||tender  mercy,  ||  Healing,  helping,  ||Full  and  free,  ||Sweet, and  strong, 

4.  Higher  than  the  ||  highest  heaven,  ||  Deeper  than  the||  deepest  sea,  ||Lord,  thy  love 
£D  ,  CZJ  .  CD  ,  Cn  ,  Q 


-Cx>- 


331 


_n3_ 
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the  Saviours  pity  []  Plead  in  ||vain,  and  proudly  answer'd,  All  of  self  and  none 
forgive  them,  Father,  ||  And  my  ||  wistful  heart  said  faintly,  Some  of  self  and  some 
and, oh,  so  patient,  || Brought  me  power  while  I  whisper'd,  Less  of  self  and  more 
at  last  has  conquer'd,  ||Grant  me  ||now  my  soul's  desire,     None  of  self  and  all 


m 


-<xj- 


I  Si 


of  thee, 
of  thee, 
of  thee, 
of  thee. 


105 


Old  Melody  arr.. 


iJalm  in  ^iltM. 


Music  of  Chorus  by  J.  R.  S. 


3: 


How  lost  was  my  con  -  dition  Till  Jesus  made  me  whole,  There  is  but  one  Phy- 
Next  door  to  death  he  found  me,  And  snatched  me  from  the  grave,  To  tell  to  all  a- 

"      N     N  ^ 


Chorus. 


si  -  cian  Can  cure  a  sin-  sick  soul, 
round  me   His  wondrous  power  to  save. 


There's  a  balm  in 


Gil-  ead  to 


— lO— 


HO- 


make  the  wounded  whole.  There's  power  enough  in  Jesus  To  cure  a  sin  -  sick  soul. 


-1^ 


^  _p_ 


3  The  worst  of  all  diseases 

Is  light  compared  with  sin  ; 
On  every  part  it  seizes. 
But  rages  most  within. 

4  *Tis  palsy,  plague,  and  fever, 

And  madness,  all  combined ; 
And  none  but  a  believer 
The  least  relief  can  find. 


5  A  dying,  risen  Jesus, 

Seen  by  the  eye  of  faith, 
At  once  from  danger  frees  us, 
And  saves  the  soul  from  death. 

6  Come  then  to  this  Physician, 

His  help  he'll  freely  give  ; 
He  makes  no  hard  condition, 
'Tis  only.  Look  and  live. 
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Old  melody, 
arr.  by  Ed. 


Fine, 


— cr 

f  Ye    who  know  your  sins  for  -  giv  -  en, 
^'  I  Have  you  read  that   gracious  promise, 
D.  C.   Sane  -  ti  -  fy    and  make  you  ho  -  ly. 
Chorus. 


-+- 


And   are  hap  -  py     in   the  Lord,  | 
Which  is   left     up  -  on   re  -  cord  ?  \ 
I    will  dwell   arid  reign  within. 

D.  C, 

 I  ^  


I     will  sprinkle     you  with  wa  -  ter,     I       will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin, 


2  Tho'  you  have  much  peace  and  comfort. 

Greater  things  you  yet  may  find, — 
Freedom  from  unholy  tempers, 
Freedom  from  the  carnal  mind. 

3  Be  as  holy,  and  as  happy, 

And  as  useful  here  below, 
As  it  is  your  Father's  pleasure ; 
Jesus  only  Jesus  know. 


Spread,  O  spread  the  joyful  tidings. 
Tell,  O  tell  what  God  has  done, 

Till  the  nations  are  conform-ed 
To  the  image  of  his  Son. 

O  may  ev'ry  soul  be  fill-ed 
With  the  Holy  Ghost  to-day; 

He  is  coming,  he  is  coming  ; 
O  prepare,  prepare  the  way. 


F.  J.  C.  ^  J.  R.  S. 

:fc 


1.  Lord,  I  sought  and  found  thee  precious,    In    my  hour   of   greatest  need ; 

2.  Thou  hast  brought  me  out  of   darkness,    And  mine  eyes  behold  the  day; 

3.  Leaning  calm-  ly     on  thy     bo  -  som,  What  have  I     to   fear   or  dread? 

4.  Leaning  calm-  ly     on  thy     bo  -  som,  Learning  still   thy   yoke  to  bear; 


Though  un-  worthy,  thou  hast  taught  me 
How  my  heart  in     song  was     lift-  ed 
I    am    feast-  ing     at    thy  ban-quet, 
I    am     hap  -  py,     O    my  Saviour, 


How  by  faith 
When  its  bur- 

With  thy  ban 
Naught  of  ill 


<5> 


thy  name  to  plead. 

den  rolled  a-  way. 
•  ner  o'er  me  spread. 

can  reach  me  there. 


— V' 


D,  S.  In  the    ful  -  ness  of  thy    mer  -  cy 
Chorus.  N 


xJ 


Thou  hast  res-  cued  e  -  ven  me. 

D.S.  % 


3® 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  hal  -  le  -  lu  -   jaji ! 


I   have  found  sal-  va  -  tion  free  : 
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U   i>  u 

Heav'n  and  earth  and  rolling  o-  cean,  Praise  ye  the 


Hills  and  dales  and    lofty  mountains,  Praise  ye  the 

3.  Followers  of    a      ris-  en    Saviour,  Praise  ye  the 

4.  Ev'  -  ry  soul   redeem'd  by  Je  -  sus,  Praise  ye  the 

— ^ — ^ 


Lord  !  Strike  the  lyre  with 
Lord  I  Purling  rills  and 
Lord  !  Ye  who  now  en  - 
Lord  !  He  from  sin  and 
-|QL 


^^^^ 


Wr2 


— Y  


waftn  de  -  vo-  tion,  Praise  ye  the 

sparkling  fountains,  Praise  ye  the 

joy   his     fa  -  vor,  Praise  ye  the 

Sa  -  tan    frees  us,  Praise  ye  the 

^  N 


Lord  f  Bird  and  beast,  and  ev'-  ry  creature. 
Lord !    Evening   ves  -  pers    softly  dying, 
Lord  1  While  with  en  -  e  -  mies  contend-ing, 
Lord  I  Praise  him  for  our  first  ere  -  a-tion. 


N  ^ 

Cres. 

 1- — 

=5 

Balmy  breezes  gent-ly  sighing,  Ev'ry  voice  in  nature  crying,  Praise  ye  the  Lord  1 
On  his  arm  and  grace  depending,  He's  surrounding  and  defending,  Praise  ye  the  Lord  1 
Praise  him  for  our  preservation,  Praise  him  for  a  great  salvation,  Praise^yejhe  Lord! 
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1  One  there  is  above  all  others. 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

Oh,  how  he  loves ! 
Earthly  friends  may  fail  or  leave  us, 
One  day  soothe,  the  next  day  grieve  us  ; 
But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us, 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 

2  *Tis  eternal  life  to  know  him, 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
Think,  oh,  think  how  much  we  owe  him. 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
With  his  precious  blood  he  bought  us, 
In  the  wilderness  he  sought  us, 
To  his  fold  he  safely  brought  us, 

Oh,  how  he  loves  I 


Same  tune. 

3  Blessed  Jesus !  would  you  know  him  ? 

Oh,  how  he  loves ! 
Give  yourself  entirely  to  him, 

Oh,  how  he  loves ! 
Think  no  longer  of  the  morrow. 
From  the  past  new  courage  borrow, 
Jesus  carries  all  your  sorrow, 

Oh,  how  he  loves ! 

4  All  your  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
Backward  all  your  foes  be  driven. 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
Best  of  blessings  he'll  provide  you, 
Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  you^ 
Safe  to  glory  he  will  guide  you^ 

Oh,  how  he  loves  I 


OH,  HOW  HE  LOVES  ! 
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Old  Melody.  7s. 


I.  Hark,  my  soul!  it     is        the  Lord;     'Tis  thy  Saviour, — hear      his  word : 


:p3 


5i 


-1^ 


Jesus  speaks,  he  speaks  to  thee  :  Say, 

"  I  deliver' d  thee  when  bound, 
And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wand 'ring,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  hght. 

"  Can  a  mother's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

"  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  above  ; 


 «^ 

poor    sin  -    ner,    lov'st  thou  me  ? 

Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  faith  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be  ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ?" 

6  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint, 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore ; 

O  for  grace  to  love  thee  more  I 


111 


F.  J.  C. 


J.  R.S, 


I.  Home  in  the  beauti  -  ful  E  -  den  above.  Home  on  the  bosom  of  in-  finite  love  ! 
2.  Home  where  in  visions  so  oft  we  have  been,  Home  that  can  never  be  tainted  by  sin, 
3. Home  where  the  faithful  a  crown  shall  receive, Home  where  the  spirit  no  longer  shall  grieve 
4.  City  of  glory,  whose  streets  are  of  gold  ;  Soon  will  its  portals  their  brightness  unfold  I 


Gather'd  and  happy,  ah !  soon  we  shall  be  Gather'd  forever,  our  Saviour,  with  thee,  [youth. 
Home  where  the  smiles  of  affection  and  truth  Come,  as  they  came  in  our  childhood  and 
Home  where  the  parted  in  transport  shall  meet,  Shouting  for  joy,  at  Immanuel's  feet. 
Soon  the  glad  song  of  ourwaking  will  be, — "  Jesus,  we  come  to  our  Father  and  thee." 


D.  S,  What  tho'  its  waters  di-vide  from  the  shore,  Jesus*  will  carry  us  ten-  der-ly  o'er. 
Chorus.   ,  I*. 


Home,  home,  home  of  the  soul,  What  tho'  the  Jordan    be-  tween  us  may  roll. 


Copyright,  1880,  by  John  J.  Hood. 


Z06 


O  Cx>  CD  CD  Q 

DO    RB     MI    FA  SOL 


112 


Tune,  HAPPY  LAND. 


I.  I  have  sought  round  the  verdant  earth  For  un  -  fad  -  ing  joy  ;  ] 
I  have  tried  eve  -  ry  source  of  mirth,  But  all,  all  will  cloy  ;  J 


Lord,  be  - 


stow  on  me  Grace  to  set  my  spirit  free  ;  Thine  the  praise  shall  be,  Mine,  mine  the  joy. 


2  I  have  wandered  in  mazes  dark 

Of  doubt  and  distress ; 
I  have  had  not  a  kindling  spark, 

My  spirit  to  bless ; 
Cheerless  unbelief 
Filled  my  lab'ring  soul  with  grief; 
What  shall  give  relief? 

What  shall  give  peace  ? 

3  Then  I  turned  to  Thy  gospel,  Lord. 

From  folly  away ; 
Then  I  trusted  Thy  holy  word 
That  taught  me  to  pray  ; 


Here  I  found  release — 

In  Thy  word  my  soul  found  peace, 

Hope  of  endless  bliss, 

Eternal  day. 
4  I  will  praise  now  my  heavenly  King, 

I  '11  pmise  and  adore  ; 
All  my  heart's  richest  tribute  bring 

To  Thee,  God  of  power  ; 
And  in  heaven  above. 
Saved  by  Thy  redeeming  love, 
Loud  the  strains  shall  move 

For  evermore. 
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Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


W.  J.  K. 


r      '  -  -  -  u- 

1.  Mid  the  currents  of  temptation,    Drifting  far    a  -  way      From  the  course  of 

2.  Midst  the  adverse  winds  of  passion, Borne  on  every  gale,      Fly  -  ing  from  the 

3.  Near  the  rocks  of  quick  disaster,  Thousands  suffering  loss,   Warn  thee  of  ap  - 

4.  So  thy  bark,all  strained  and  quivering, Ploughs  a  treach'rous  sea;  For  the  haven 


life  and  du-ty,  None  thy  bark  to  stay, 
port  of  wisdom.  Shall  life's  voyage  fail? 
proaching  danger,  Where  thy  bark  must  cross, 
thou  art  looking,  Place  of  rest  for  thee.  IS      N  N 


Seize  the  compass,  take  thy  bearings. 


Starlight  from  above  Shows  the  only  path  of  safety.  Marked  by  truth  and  love. 


■V — V — V- 
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Arranged,  W.  J.  K. 

sFine, 


f  My  Sav  -  iour  suf  -  fer'd  on  the  tree, 
I  Oh !  come  and  view  the  Lord  with  me, 
D.  C.    It  sets   my    spir  -  it    all    a  -  flame. 


Glo  -  ry  to 


the  bleed  -  ing  Lamb  I 


The  Lamb !  the  Lamb !  the  bleed-ing  Lamb !  I  love  the  sound  of  Je  -  sus'  name, 


1"" 

4  And  when  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ; 
I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

5  And  this  my  ceasless  song  shall  be, — 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb  ; — 
That  Jesus  tasted  death  for  me, 
Glory  to  the  bleedmg  Lamb. 


i 


2  He  bore  my  sins,  and  curse,  and  shame, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ; 
And  I  am  sav'd  through  Jesus'  name, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

3  I  know  my  sins  are  all  forgiv'n, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ; 
And  I  am  on  my  way  to  heav'n, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 
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-o — o  ^ 

1  I  I 


-i  1- 


I.  A  -  las!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed?  And  did  my  Sovereign  die?  Would 


 , 

-o  O  1 

O  1 

F  \  '  r  1 

— ^ 

 V- 

Chori 

JS. 

1  1 

2 

i 

-& 

•  J.  d 

-o — o — ^ — ! — 

-t—  : 

■  way,    look  a  -  way 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown  I 
And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died. 
For  man,  the  creature, 's  sin. 


ry !       Cal-  va  -  ry. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  his  dear  cross  appears  ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, — 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


Second  Chorus. 

Help  me,  dear  Saviour,  thee  to  own,      I        And  when  thou  sittest  on  thy  throne. 
And  ever  faithful  be ;  |  O  Lord,  remember  me. 
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Arranged  by  Ed. 


There  you'll  sing  hal  -  le  -    lu  -  jah,  And  I'll  sing  hal  -  le  -  lu 


=F-F= 

— 1  1  \  ^ 

-It 

And  we'] 

1  all  sing 

hal-le 

M  1  1 

•  lu  -  jah,     In  t 

lat  bright  world  a  - 

bove. 

1  And  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 

And  let  it  faint  or  die ; 
My  soul  shall  quit  the  mournful  vale, 
And  soar  to  worlds  on  high. 

2  I  suffer  on  my  threescore  years. 

Till  my  Deliverer  come, 
And  wipe  away  his  servant's  tears. 
And  take  his  exile  home. 


3  O  what  are  all  my  sufferings  here. 

If,  Lord,  thou  count  me  meet 
With  that  enraptured  host  to  appear, 
And  worship  at  thy  feet ! 

4  Give  joy  or  grief,  give  ease  or  pain, 

Take  life  or  friends  away, 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 
In  thatj&ternal  day. 


117         ^Qvt  J^nitf^  in  CTte* 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  J.  R.  S. 

1,  Je  -  sus    my  ark  of  rest,  Je-sus  my     all.     Bow  down  thy  gra-cious  ear; 

2.  What  though  my  path  is  dark.  Dark  as  the  night.  Clouds  can-not  hide  thy  face, 

3.  Oh,     for     a    liv-ing  faith,  Trust-ing  thy  care;     Oh,     for  an  ac  -  tive  faith 

4,  Sweet  -  ly  thy  ten  -  der  voice  Calms  every  fear ;  Speak  to  my  troubled  heart ; 


Chorus. 
 j—j  1 

±^  \t  ''8 

-i-4- 

::8  J-J' 

Hear  thou  my    call.  This,    this  is  my    ear-nest  plea,  More  faith,  O 

When  faith  is  bright. 

My    cross  to  bear. 

Say  thou  art    near.  ^ 


 fs,  , 

^  . 

Si 

-z  01  &  

=^ 

.... 

Lord, 

in  thee, 

1  ^^Ql 

More 

J. 

1 

€^ 

fait 

hH — ' 
• 

more 
0  • 

fa 

ith. 

— ^ 

More  faith 

J  ^ 

in 

thee. 

!»  i»- 

H  1  

 fE^d 

B  - 

- 

 ^^=€Sl— 

 0- 

"H  1  
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Arranged  by  Ed. 


1.  Children  of  the  heav'nly  King,  In  the  light,  in  the  light,  As  we  journey 

2.  Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise,  !n  the  light,  in  the  light,  Glorious  in  his 


Chorus. 


^^^^^^^^^^^ 


let  us  sing.  In  the  light  of  God.  Let  us 
works  and  ways,  In  the  light   of  God. 


walk 


Walk       in    the  light,  Walk  in   the  light,  In  the  light  of  God. 

let  us   walk  Let   us  walk 


-  O-  -jO-  -|0- 


3  We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod ; 

4  They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

5  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light ; 
Zion's  city  is  in  sight ; 


6  There  our  endless  horae  shall  be, 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see, 

7  Lord,  obediently  we'll  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below : 

8  Only  thou  our  Leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 
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tell  we  wo  mavt* 


=« 

m 

P  f»  P 

1^ 

P  1 

-<J  O 

-4 

m 

1=t= 

Li — i 

1  1 .  i 

• 

I'll  drink  when  I'm  dry,  I'll 

1  O  TELL  me  no  more 
Of  this  world's  vain  store 

The  time  for  such  trifles 
With  me  now  is  o'er ; 
A  country  I've  found 
Where  true  joys  abound, 

To  dwell  I'm  determined 
On  that  happy  ground. 

2  The  souls  that  believe 
In  paradise  live, 

And  me  in  that  number 

Will  Jesus  receive ; 

My  soul,  don't  delay; 

He  calls  thee  away  ; 
Rise,  follow  thy  Saviour, 

And  bless  the  glad  day. 


drink  a  supply,  lUl  drink  from  the 

3  No  mortal  doth  know 
What  he  can  bestow, — 

What  light,  strength, and com- 
Go  after  him,  go ;    [fort, — 
Lo,  onward  I  move 
To  a  city  above. 
None  guesses  how  wondrous 
My  journey  will  prove. 

4  Great  spoils  I  shall  win 
From  death,  hell,  and  sin, 

'Midst  outward  afflictions 
Shall  feel  Christ  within : 
And  when  I'm  to  die, 
"  Receive  me,"  I'll  cry, 
For  Jesus  hath  loved  me, 
I  cannot  tell  why : 

ZIO 


fountain  That  never  runs  dry. 

5  But  this  I  do  find, 
We  two  are  so  joined. 

He'll  not  live  in  glory 

And  leave  me  behind : 

So  this  is  the  race 

I'm  running  through  grace, 
Henceforth,  till  admitted 

To  see  my  Lord's  face. 

6  And  now  I'm  in  care 
My  neighbors  may  share 

These  blessings:  to  seek  them 
Will  none  of  you  dare  ? 
In  bondage,  O  why. 
And  death  will  you  lie. 

When  one  here  assures  you 
Free  grace  is  so  nigh  ? 
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I'm        glad     sal  -  va  -  tion's  free, 


I'm  glad 


salvation's     free ; 

Kr— r 


i 


—  ■  — o  —  

Sal  -  va  -  tion's  free    for  you  and  me,    I'm     glad    sal-va  -  tion's  free. 


1  I'M  glad  salvation's  free, 

And  without  price  or  cost. 
For  had  it  been  for  me  to  buy, 
My  soul  must  have  been  lost. 

2  In  this  cold  world  below, 

With  none  to  care  for  me, 
A  pilgrim  lone,  without  a  home — 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free. 


3  Once  I  was  blind  and  lost. 

Of  sin  and  sorrow  full ; 
But  now  I'm  saved  through  Jesus'  blood, 
I  feel  it  in  my  soul. 

4  And  now  I'm  on  the  way 

To  brighter  worlds  above ; 
I  hope  to  triumph  evermore 
Through  the  Redeemer's  love. 


121  THERE'LL  BE  NO 

I  I  LOVE  to  think  of  heaven, 

Where  white-robed  angels  are, 
Where  many  a  friend  is  gathered  safe 
From  fear,  and  toil,  and  care. 
Chorus. — There'll  be  no  parting  there. 
There'll  be  no  parting  there. 
In  heaven  above,  where  all  is  love, 
There'll  be  no  parting  there. 
Q.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven, 

Where  my  Redeemer  reigns. 
Where  rapturous  songs  of  triumph  rise 
In  endless,  joyous  strains. 


PARTINGT  THERE.  Same  tune. 

3  I  love  to  think  of  heaven. 

The  saints'  eternal  home. 
Where  palms,  and  robes,  and  crowns  ne'er 
And  all  their  joys  are  one.  [fade, 

4  I  love  to  think  of  heaven. 

The  greetings  there  we'll  meet. 
The  harps — the  songs  forever  ours — 
The  walks — the  golden  streets. 

5  I  love  to  think  of  heaven, 

That  promised  land  so  fair, 
Oh,  how  my  raptured  spirit  longs 
To  be  forever  there. 


122      s  am  iJdunJJ  eotr  Xi^t  %^xi^s^v^* 


<3r 


1  Whither  goest  thou,  pilgrim  stranger,  Wand 'ring  through  this  gloomy  vale  ?  1 
^*     I  Know'st  thou  not 'tis  full    of    danger.  And  will   not     thy  courage  fail  ?  J 
Chorus. 


N  N  N 


i 


_1 — I  ^ 


I  am  bound  for  the  kingdom.  Will  you  go  to  glory  with  me  ?  Hallelujah !  Praise  ye  the  Lord  I 


2  Pilgrim  thou  hast  justly  called  me. 

Passing  through  the  waste  so  wide. 
But  no  harm  will  e'er  befall  me 
While  I'm  blest  with  such  a  guide. 

3  Such  a  guide !  no  ^ide  attends  thee, 

Hence  for  thee  my  fears  arise ; 
If  some  guardian  power  befriend  thee, 
'Tis  unseen  by  mortal  eyes. 

4  Yes,  unseen,  but  still  believe  me, 

Such  a  guide  my  steps  attends ; 


He'll  in  every  strait  relieve  me. 
He  will  guide  me  to  the  end. 

5  Pilgrim,  see  that  stream  before  thee. 

Darkly  winding  through  the  vale  ; 
Should  its  deadly  waves  roll  o'er  thee 
Would  not  then  thy  courage  fail  ? 

6  No,  that  stream  has  nothing  frightful. 

To  its  brink  my  steps  I'll  bend, 
Thence  to  plunge  'twill  be  delightful, 
There  my  pilgrimage  will  end. 
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Reginald  Heber. 


John  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly,  ho 

2.  Ho  -  ly,  ho 

3.  Ho  -  ly,  ho 

4.  Ho  -  ly; 


Lord  God  Al-  might  -  y !  Grateful  -  ly    a  - 
all  the  saints  a  -  dore  thee,  Casting  down  their 
tho'  the  darkness  hide  thee,  Tho'  the  eyes  of 
Lord  God  Al-  might  -  y !   All  thy  works  shall 


Ir-J^- 


'WW 

ho  -  ly! 
seraphim 
ho  -  ly, 
ho  -  ly! 


dor  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise    to     thee;  Ho-ly,  ho  -  ly, 

golden  crowns  around  the  glass  -  y      sea ;  Cher  -  u  -  bim  and 

sinful  man   thy    glo  -  ry  may  not     see.  On  -  ly  thou  art 

praise  thy  name  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea ;  Ho  -  ly,   ho  -  ly, 

1?'  .gJ[g-^-r^^^^<sJ- 


-I©- 


I  I  I 
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j  1  j 

1^ 

merci-fuland  mighty !  God  in  three  persons,  blessed  trin  -  i  -  ty  ! 
falling  down  before  thee,Which  wert  and  art  and  evermore  shall  be. 
there  is  none  beside  thee  Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  pur -i  -  ty. 


merci  -  ful  and  mighty  I  God  in  three  persons,    blessed  trin  -  i  -  ty  !  Amen. 
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'Merle  Murrie.' 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Dwell  with  me,  thou  blest  Redeemer,  Ruler  of  the  earth  and  sky , O'er  the  din  of  earthly 

2.  Storms  may  pour  their  wildest  fury  On  my  unprotected  head,  Yet  no  harm  can  happen 

3.  At  the  last,when  life  is  trembling  On  a  feeble,  flutt'ring  breath,When  my  soul  is  faceward 
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voices,     I  would  lift  my  humble  cry  ;    In  my  heart,  O   gentle  Saviour,  Build  a 
to  me.  By  the  tender  shepherd  led ;  Make  my  weak  heart  pure  and  cleanly,  From  all 
standing,With  the  gloomy  angel  death;  Ah,  how  glad  will  be  my  spirit,  When  earth's 


g=8^ 

^  1   1  i/T-^ 

1  i  i  1- 

Fi?  - 

resting-place  for  thee.  Outward  cast  all  sinful  doubting.  Blessed  Saviour,  dw^ell  with  me. 
wicked  passions  free.  Make  me  patient,  meek,  confiding,  Blessed  Saviour,  dwell  with  me. 
visions  slowly  flee,  That  through  all  the  weary  journey  Thou  did'st  deign  to  dwell  with  me. 

D,  S.   Outward  cast  all  sinful  doubting,  Blessed  Saviour,  dwell  with  me. 
Chorus.     ,  i  D.S. 


Dwell  with  me,  dwell  with  me,  Blessed  Saviour,  dwell  with  me  ; 

Dwell  with  me,  dwell  with  me. 


i 
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Behold  !  behold  the  Lamb  of  God, 
For  you  he  shed  his  precious  blood, 
D.  C.    Draw  near  and  see  your  Saviour  die, 


On  the   cross,  on  the  cross ; 
On  the   cross,  on  the 
On  the   cross,  on  the 


cross, 
cross. 


D.C. 
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■  o  -  niz  -  ing  cry, 

2  Come,  sinners,  see  him  lifted  up, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross ; 
He  drinks  for  you  the  bitter  cup, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
To  heaven  he  turns  his  languid  eyes, 
"  'Tis  finished,"  now  the  conqueror  cries. 
Then  bows  his  sacred  head  and  dies, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 

3  'Tis  done  !  the  mighty  deed  is  done^ 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross ; 
The  battle  fought  the  victory  won, 
On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 


E  -  loi    lama      sabac  -  tha  -  ni :" 

The  rocks  do  rend  the  mountains  quake, 
While  Jesus  doth  atonement  make. 
While  Jesus  suifers  for  your  sake, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
4  Where'er  I  go  I'll  tell  the  story, 
Of  the  cross,  of  the  cross ; 
In  nothing  else  my  soul  shall  glory, 

Save  the  cross,  save  the  cross. 
Yes,  this  my  constant  theme  shall  be, 
Through  time,  and  in  eternity, 
That  Jesus  suffered  death  for  me, 
On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 


H 
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iami  to  so  tfttvt  too* 


Arr.  by  Ed. 


go,  I  want  to  go, 
go  where  Je-  sus  is, 


1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides. 

And  never-withering  flowers : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 


3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  Could  we  but  climb  where  Mosee  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream ,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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1.  Sweet  home  above  !  sweet  home  above  !  Thou  art  not  very     far    .    .     a  -  way, 

2.  Not     far  away !     O  beauteous  home,  Calm  city  of     e  -  ter    -    -    nal  rest ! 

3.  Not     far  away!     O  Saviour,  King,  O  crown'd  High  Priest  enthron'd    in  light, 

4.  Not     far  away!    sing,   angels,  sing.  And  let  your  music  earth   -  -  ward  float  I 


1 

u  ^  1 

1 

-l — 1  1 

Fine. 

^ — ^ 

For  oft  thy  music,  tones  of 
Soft  vales  enrobed  in  fade-  less 
Thou, whom  exalted  ser  -  aphs 
And  be  the  name  of  Christ  our 


love  Come  floating  down  our  pilgrim  way, 

bloom,  And  hills  in  changeless  verdure  dress'd, 

sing,    And  veil  their    faces  in   thy  sight, 

King    Bur-den    of    ev-  'ry  joyous  note ! 


D.  S.  Sweet  home  above  !  sweet  home  a-bove  !  Thou  art  not  ver  -  y     far    a  -  way. 

yD.S. 


So  sweet,  we  list,  entranced,  to  hear  Thy  heav'nly  mel-o-dies 
Ef  -  ful-gent  gates  of  endless  day,  Thank  God,  ye  are  not  far 
Earth's  midnight  kindles  in  -  to  day  .While  thou  art  seen  not  far 
Thank  God.we're  nearing,  day  by  day,Your  home  and  ours,  not  far 


so  near! 
a  -  way  I 
a  -  way  I 
a  -  way ! 
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Arranged  by  Ed. 


Fine, 


r  Drooping  souls,  no    longer  grieve,  Heaven    is     pro  -  pi  - 
^*  I  If     on  Christ  you  do    be  -  lieve,  You  will  find  him 
D.  C,  He  has  died  for  you  and    I,  Now  look  up  and 


■1 


prec- 
view 


lOUS. 

him. 


From  his  hands,  his  feet,  his  side, 
Flows  a  healing  fountain  ; 

See  the  consolation  tide. 
Boundless  as  the  ocean. 

See  the  living  waters  move, 
For  the  sick  and  dying ; 

Now  resolve  to  gain  his  love. 


Or  to  perish  trying. 


3  Streaming  mercy,  how  it  flows, 

Now  I  know,  I  feel  it ; 
Half  has  never  yet  been  told, 

Yef  I  want  to  tell  it. 
Jesus'  blood  has  healed  my  wounds, 

Oh,  the  wondrous  story ! 
I  was  lost,  but  now  am  found. 

Glory!  glory  I  glory! 


129 


(Depth  of  mer - cy !    can  there  be 
Can    my  God  his  wrath  for -bear, 


Mer  -  cy 
Me,  the 


still 
chief 


m 


re  -  served  for  me 
of     sinners,  spare 


Chorus.  Smoothly. 
T      t      ?  t      T  T 


Repeat  pp. 


f  God  is  love,  I  do  believe  ;  ) 
(  He  is  waiting  to    forgive,  J 


wait  -  ing,  waiting  to 


I  have  long  withstood  his  grace ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 
Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore. 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 


Kindled  his  relentings  are  ; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare  ; 
Cries,  "  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?" 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 
There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands ; 
God  is  love  I  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 


1X5 


130  ^ovt  ^mtt  to  ^It 

Fanny  J,  Crosby. 


Lord,  for  thy  gift  of  grace  Thankful  are   we,  Grace  that  through  saving  faith 

2.  Grace  to  approach  thy  throne,  Strong  to  believe         All    that   we   ask  in  faith 

3.  Grace  to   ful  -  fil  the  work  Left  us    to    do  ;  Grace  where  thy  feet  have  trod 

4.  Grace  that  will  hold  us  up  Till  life     is    past ;  Grace  that  will  lead  us  home 


Draws  us  to 
We  shall  re  - 
Still  to  pur 
Safe  -  ly  at 


thee, 
ceive, 
-  sue, 

last. 


Now    while  our    bosoms  glow  Witii   love's  di- 


m 


vinest  flow.  More  grace,    O  Lord,  bestow ;     More  grace  to  all 


i 
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I.  Delay  not, delay  not,0  sinner.draw  near,The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for  thee , 


No  price  is  demanded,  the  Saviour  is  here,  Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 


2  Delay  not,  delay  not,  why  longer  abuse 
The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus, thy  God? 

A  fountain  is  open,  how  canst  thou  refuse 
To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  his  pardoning 
blood? 

3  Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  to  come, 
For  Mercy  still  lingers  and  calls  thee  to- 
day : 

Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  vail  of  the  tomb; 
Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass 
away. 


4  Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grace 
Long  grieved  and  resisted, may  take  his  sad 

flight, 

And  leave  ihce  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 

5  Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  hour  is  at  hand, 
The  earth  shall  dissolve,  and  the  heavens 

shall  fade, 

The  dead,  small  and  great,  in  the  judgment 
shall  stand  ;  [its  aid  ! 

What  power  then,  O  sinner,  will  lend  thee 
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We're  trav'iing  home  to    heav'n  above,     Will  you  go? 
[    To  sing    the   Saviour's  dy  -  ing  love;    Will  you  go? 
D.  C,  And    millions  more  are    on     the  road,    Will  you  go  ? 


Will  you  go  ? 
Will  you  go? 
Will  you  go? 


Millions  have  reach'd  that  blest  abode, 


;  We're  going  to  walk  the  plains  of  light; 

Will  you  go  ? 
Far,  far  from  the  curse  of  death  and  night ; 

Will  you  go  ? 
The  crown  of  life  we  then  shall  wear. 
The  conqueror's  palm  we  then  shall  bear, 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  we'll  share ; 

Will  you  go  ? 


Anoint  -  ed  Kings  and   priests  to  God  ; 

3  The  way  to  heaven  is  straight  and  plain ; 

Will  you  go  ? 
Repent,  believe,  be  bom  again; 

Will  you  go  ? 
The  Saviour  cries  aloud  to  thee, 
"  Take  up  your  cross  and  follow  me, 
And  thou  shalt  my  salvation  see ;" 

Will  you  go  ? 
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Mrs.  J.  C.  Yule. 
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Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


4-4-4 


1,  I  shall  be  sat  -isfted  when  I  awaken  In  thy  dear4ikeness,  my  King  and  my  Lord, — 

2,  I  shall  be  sat-isfied,  loving  thee  ev-er,  Hearing  thy  accents  and  sharing  thy  joy, 

3,  I  shall  be  sat  -isfied  when  I  behold  thee,  I  shall  be  like  thee,  my  Saviour  and  King  S 
>,-fg»-^  ^_fg^  _    _   -fo- ^-P-P-P^ 


When  the  dark  prison  of  death  shall  be  shaken,and  the  freed  captive  comes  forth  at  thy  word ! 
Fearing  nor  change  nor  estrangement  to  sever  Me  from  my  God  and  his  blissful  employ ; — 
And,  in  the  radiance  that  will  enfold  thee,    I  shall  enfolded    be,  too,  while  I  sing ; 


|P  1» 


11  'I  i  i— 


D,  S.  Sinless  and  sorrowless,  robed  in  thy  righteousness,  What  can  I  ask  for  in  glory  beside  ? 

D.S. 


I  shall  be  satisfied.  Saviour,  be  satisfied,  Wearing  thy  likeness  and  near  to  thy  side ! 
Satisfied,  satisfied,  evermore  satisfied.Wearing  thy  likeness  and  near  to  thy  side ! 
Lo,  I  am  satisfied,  Saviour,  am  satisfied.Wearing  thy  likeness  and  near  to  thy  side ! 
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Arr,  by  J.  J,  Matthias. 


H  h 

I  The  voice  of   free  grace  cries, " Escape   to     the  mountain ;  For  Adam's  lost 
I  For    sin  and  uncleanness,    and    eve  -  ry    transgression,  His  blood  flows  most 

Chorus. 


race  Christ  hath  o  -  pened  a  fountain  ; )  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  to  the  Lamb,  who  has 
free  -  ly    in  streams  of    sal-va- tion."  j 


n  , 
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- 
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1  ^  1 

purchased  our  pardon !  We  will  praise  him  a  -  gain,  when  we  pass  o  -  ver  J  or  -  dan. 


i2  Now  glory  to  God  in  the  highest  is  given ; 
iNow  glory  to  God  is  re-echoed  in  heaven  ; 
'Around  the  whole  earth  let  us  tell  the  glad 
story. 

And  sing  of  his  love,  his  salvation  and  glory. 

'3     Jesus,  ride  on , — thy  kingdom  is  glorious ; 
O'er  sin,  death,  and  hell,  thou  wilt  make  us 
victorious : 

^hy  name  shall  be  praised  in  the  great  con- 
gregation, 


And  saints  shall  ascribe  unto  thee  their  sal- 
vation. 

4  When  on  Zion  we  stand,  having  gained 

the  blest  shore, 
With  our  harps  in  our  hands,  we  will  praise 

evermore : 

We'll  range  the  blest  fields  on  the  banks  of 
the  river, 

And  sing  of  redemption  forever  and  ever. 
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C.  S.  Harrington. 


1.  In  some  way   or    other     the  Lord  will  provide;  It  may  not    be  my  way, 

2.  At  some  time  or    other     the  Lord  will  provide ;  It  may  not    be  my  time, 


It  may  not  be  thy  way,  And  yet  in  his  own  way,  **Tbe  Lord  will  provide." 
It  may  not    be  thy  time.  And  yet    in  his  own  time,  "The  Lord  will  provide." 


3  Despond  then  no  longer. 
The  Lord  will  provide ; 
And  this  be  the  token — 
No  word  he  hath  spoken 
Was  ever  yet  broken, — 
"The  Lord  will  provide.* 


By  permission. 


Z18 


4  March  on,  then,  right  boldly; 
The  sea  shall  divide  ; 
The  pathway  made  glorious. 
With  shoutings  victorious. 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus, 
"The  Lord  will  provide." 
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Arr.  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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1  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy,  Like  the  wideness  of   the  sea :  ) 

I  There's  a  kindness  in  his  justice  Which  is  more  than  j   li  - 


Chorus. 


ber-  ty. 


1  There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 
And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 

There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour; 
There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 

For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 
Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind ; 


And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderful  and  kind. 

4  If  our  love.were  but  more  simple, 
We  should  take  him  at  his  word ; 

'  )  And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 
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r  Je  -  sus !  the  name  high  over  all,  In  hell  or  earth,  or  sky ; 
*  I  An  -  gels  and  men  before  it  fall  And  devils  fear  and  fly. 


Chorus. 


r2 


r  Oh !    who's  like  Jesus  ?  O   hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah.  Praise  ye  the  Lord  ; 

(  There  is  none  like  Jesus,  O   hal-le-lu-jah,     .       ,       .     Love  and  serve  the  Lord. 


Jesus!  the  name  to  sinners  dear, 

The  name  to  sinners  given ; 
It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear ; 

It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head; 
Power  into  strengthless  souls  he  speaks. 

And  life  into  the  dead. 
O  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 

The  riches  of  his  grace ! 
The  ^rms  of  love  that  compass  me 

Would  all  mankind  embrace. 
His  only  righteousness  I  show, 

His  saving  truth  proclaim  ; 
'Tis  all  my  business  here  below. 

To  cry,  "  Behold  the  Lamb  1" 
Happy,  if  with  my  latest  breath 

I  may  but  gasp  his  name ; 
Preach  him  to  all,  and  cry  in  death, 

"Behold,  behold  the  Lamb!" 


I37A  CROWN  HIM. 

1  Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious, 

See  the  "  Man  of  sorrows  "  now 
From  the  fight  return  victorious. 
Every  knee  to  higi  shall  bow. 
CAo. — []: Crown  him  !  crown  him, 
Angels  crown  him  ! 
Crown  the  Saviour"  King  of  kings;"  :|| 

2  Crown  the  Saviour  I  angels  crown  him. 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings, 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  him, 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings. 

3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  him. 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim. 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  him, 
Own  his  title,  praise  his  name. 

4  Hark  !  the  bursts  of  acclamation  ! 

Hark  !  these  loud  triumphant  chords, 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station, 
Oh,  what  joy  the  sight  affords. 


"9 
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Tru  -  ly  is  the  harvest  plenteous,  But  the  la-  bor  -ers  are  few  ;  Pray  ye  that  the 
Will  the  Master  hold  us  guiltless  If  the  work  be  left  undone  ?  If  for  lack  of 
Haste,  oh,  hasten,  willing  workers.  Swiftly  speed  the  hours  away  ;  Hearken  to  the 


®»---^»!-^  I 

calls  for  reapers  From  the  hillside  and  the  plain  ?  Who  is  willing ?  who  is  ready  ?  Who  will 
Lord  of  harvest  Send  forth  workmen  tried  and  true. 

labor  perish  Precious  souls  we  might  have  won  ? 
Master's  warning,"  Work  ye  while 'tis  called  to-day." 

  .  LI^ 


^^^^^ 
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go  and  work  to-dav  ?  See  the  golden  harvest  waiting ;  Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  ? 
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L.  M. 

Chorus. 
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'  Of  him  who  did  sal 

could  for  ev  -  er  think  and  sing,  He  was  found  worthy 


va-tion  bring,  He  was  found  worthy,  | 


O  the 


bleeding  Lamb,  O  the  bleeding  Lamb,  O  the  bleeding  Lamb,  He  was  found  worthy. 


1  Of  him  who  did  salvation  bring, 
I  could  forever  think  and  sing ; 
Arise,  ye  needy, — he'll  relieve  ; 
Arise,  ye  guilty, — he'll  forgive. 

2  Ask  but  his  grace,  and  lo,  'tis  given  ; 
Ask,  and  he  turns  your  hell  to  heaven ; 
Though  sin  and  sorrow  wound  my  soul, 
Jesus,  thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 


3  To  shame  our  sins  he  blushed  in  blood  i 
He  closed  his  eyes  to  show  us  God: 
Let  all  the  world  fall  down  and  know 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show. 

4  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly ; 

I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry : 

Ah  !  who  against  thy  charms  is  proof? 

Ah !  who  that  loves,  can  love  enough  ? 


140     mt'll  WovU  till  3tm0  tomtH* 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Mills.  Arr.  by  W.  J.  K.,  1859. 


Dr.  Wm,  Miller, 


1.  O  land  of  rest  for  thee  I  sigh.When  will  the  moment  come, When  I  shall  lay  my 

2.  No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know,  No  peaceful  shelt'ring  dome,  This  world's  a  wilder- 

3.  To  Jesus  Christ  I  fled  for  rest;  He  bade  me  cease  to  roam,  And  lean  for  succor 
sought  at  once  my  Saviour's  side, No  more  my  steps  shall  roam;  With  him  I'll  brave  death's 


ar-  mor  by  and  dwell  in  peace  at  home  ?  We'll  work 
ness  of  woe,  This  world  is  not  my  home, 
on  his  breast,  Till  he  conduct  me  home, 
chilling  tide, And  reach  my  heav'nly  home.  We'll  work. 


till  Jesus  comeS; 


r 

We'U 


till  Jesus  comes.We'U  work  till  Jesus  comes,  And  we'll  be  gathered  home. 


m 


1^ 
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Just     now     come  to 

2  He  will  save  you,  just  now, 

3  Oh,  believe,  him,  just  now. 

4  He  is  able,  just  now. 

5  He  is  willinjg,  just  now. 

6  He'll  receive  you,  just  now. 

7  Flee  to  Jesus,  just  now. 

8  Call  unto  him,  just  now. 


Je  -  sus,     come     to     Je  -  sus    just  no 

9  He  will  hear  you,  just  now. 

10  He'll  have  mercy,  just  now. 

11  He'll  forgive  you  just  now. 

12  He  will  cleanse  you  just  now. 

13  He'll  renew  you,  just  now. 

14  He  will  clothe  you,  just  now. 

15  Jesus  loves  you  just  now. 


'Twas  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  who  died  on  the  tree,  To  open  a  fountain  for  sinners  like  me; 

2.  And  when  I  was  willing  with  all  things  to  part.  He  gave  me  my  bounty,  his  love  in  my  heart ; 

3.  And  when  with  the  ransomed  by  Jesus.my  head,  From  fountain  to  fountain  ,1  then  shall  be  led^ 

4.  Come,  sinners  to  Jesus,  no  longer  delay,  A  full,  free  salvation  he  offers  to-day ; 
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So  now  I  am  joined  with  the  conquering  band,  Who  are  marching  to  glory  at  Jesus'  command. 

I'll  fall  at  his  feet  and  his  mercy  adore.  And  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  evermore. 
Arouse  your  dark  spirits.awake  from  your  dream.  And  Christwill  support  you  in  coming  to  him^ 

Chorus. 


m 

r-^ — 1 
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For  the  Lion  of  Judah  shall  break  ev'ry  chain,  And  give  us  the  vict'ry  again  and  again. 
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It 


1.  Give  me    the  wings   of    faith  to  rise,    Within     the    vail    and  see  The 

2.  Once  they  were  mourners  here   below,  And  poured  out  cries  and  tears  ;  They 

3.  I      ask  them  whence  their  victory  came  :  They,  with  u  -  nit  -  ed  breath,  As- 


— ^ 

saints  a  -  bove,  how  great  their  joys,  How  bright  their  glo  -  ries  be. 
wres-tled  hard,  as  we  do  now,  With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears, 
cribe  their    conquest      to     the  Lamb,  Their    triumph      to      his  death. 


Chorus, 


Many  are  the  friends  who  are  waiting  to-day,     Happy  on  the  golden  strand, 
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CaUing  us  a -way,     CaUing  us  a -way,     Calling  to  the   better  land. 
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1  

died  on  Calvary,  To  atone  for  you  andme,  And  to  purchase  our  pardon  with  blood. 


2  He  was  extended,  he  was  extended, 

Painfully  nailed  to  the  cross ; 

to  the  cross ; 
Here  he  bowed  his  head  and  died ; 
Thus  my  Lord  was  crucified 

To  atone  for  a  world  that  was  lost. 

3  Hail,  mighty  Saviour !  hail,  mighty  Saviour ! 

Prince,  and  the  Author  of  peace ! 

the  Author  of  peace  ! 
Oh !  he  bursts  the  bars  of  death  1 
And,  triumphant  from  the  earth, 

He  ascended  to  the  mansions  of  bliss. 


4  There  interceding,  there  interceding, 

Pleading  that  sinners  may  live  ; 

that  sinners  may  live; 
Crying,  "  Father,  I  have  died; 
Oh,  behold  my  hands  and  side! 

Oh,  forgive  them  !  I  pray  thee  forgive!'* 

5  "  I  will  forgive  them,  I  will  forgive  them 

When  they  repent  and  believe  ; 

and  believe ; 

Let  them  now  return  to  thee, 
And  be  reconciled  to  thee, 

And  salvation  they  all  shall  receive." 


To  my  friend  J.  B.  Sweney. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


I.  Saw    ye     my     Sa  -  viour,    saw    ye     my     Sa  -  viour,  Saw     ye  my 


— j^z — g^~+Td; 
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Sav    -    lour  and  God? 

My     Sav  -  iour  and  God? 


Oh  !    he  died    on     Cal  -  var  -  y. 


H— f—j  N  ^-^ 

To     a  -  tone  1 

or  you  and  me,  j 

A.nd  to 

purchase  our 
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pardon  with  blood. 
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A.  CUMMINGS. 


m^tt  mil  K  ^vu^. 

*  Evening,  morning,  and  at  noon  will  I  pray." — Psa.lv.  17. 


ii 


J.  H.  Tenney. 


1.  Father,  in  the  morning    Un-  to  thee 

2.  At  the  busy  noon-tide,  Press'd  with  work 

3.  When  the  evening  shadows  Chase  away 

4.  Thus  in  life's  glad  morning,  In  its  bright 


I'll  pray;    Let   thy   lov- ing- 
and  care,  Then    I'll  wait  with 
the  light,     Fa  -  ther,  then  I'll 
noon-day,     In     its  shadowy 


i 


Chorus. 


kindness  Keep  me  through  this  day.      I  will  pray,  I   will  pray, 

Jesus,  Till  he  hear  my  prayer, 
pray  thee.  Bless  thy  child     to  -  night. 

evening,  Ever  will  I    pray.  I  will  pray,  I   will  pray, 

jft —  .»   0    a   ^m-^M  A  r-^ — ft- 


Ev-  er 


— 


si 
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pray  ;  Morning,  noon,  and  evening,  Un-  to  thee 
pray; 


■2? 
I'll  pray 


will  I 
Ev-er  will  I 
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From  "  The  Shinin^^  T  i'-ht,"  per. 


147         REVIVE  THY  WORK. 

1  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mighty  arm  make  bare  ; 
Speak  with  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 
And  make  thy  people  hear. 
Chorus, — Revive  thy  work,  revive  thy  work. 
And  give  refreshing  showers ; 
The  glory  shall  be  all  thine  own, 
The  blessing  shall  be  ours. 

2  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Disturb  this  sleep  of  death ; 
Quicken  the  smouldering  embers  now 
By  thine  almighty  breath. 

3  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Create  soul-thirst  for  thee ; 
And  hungering  for  the  bread  of  life, 
Oh,  may  our  spirits  be  1 

4  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Exalt  thy  precious  name ; 
And  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love 
For  thee  and  thine  inflame. 


148  PRECIOUS  FLOW. 

1  What  subdued  and  conquered  me  ? 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 

What  first  set  my  spirit  free  ? 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. 
Chorus, — O  precious  is  the  flow 

That  makes  me  white  as  snow ; 
No  other  fount  I  know, 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus, 

2  What  has  sanctified  my  soul  ? 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 

What  has  made  my  spirit  whole  ? 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. 

3  What  now  saves  me  from  all  sin  ? 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 

What  now  keeps  me  pure  within? 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus, 

4  O  what  joy  now  fills  my  soul  I 
Glory  be  to  Jesus ; 

O  how  sweet  the  Lord's  control ! 
Glory  be  to  Jesus. 
Z24  Chester  £.  Pokd. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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Hov-  er  o'er  me,  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it ;  Bathe  my  trembling  heart  and  brow ; 
Thou  can'st  fill  me,  gracious  Spir  -  it,  Tho'  I  can  -  not  tell  thee  how  ; 
I  am  weakness,  full  of  weakness;  At  thy  sa  -  cred  feet  I  bow; 
Cleanse  and  comfort ;  bless  and  save  me  ;  Bathe,  oh,  bathe  my  heart  and  brow  ! 


f-  -f-  0 
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Fine. 


Fill  me   with  thy    hal  -  low'd  presence, 
But   I     need  thee,  great-  ly    need  thee, 
Blest,  di-  vine,    e  -  ter  -  nal    Spir  -  it, 
Thou  art   comfort  -  ing    and  sav-  ing, 


Come,  oh,  come  and  fill 
Come,  oh,  come  and  fill 
Fill  with  power,  and  fill 
Thou  art  sweet  -  ly  fill 
^  Jf^ 


me  now. 

me  now. 

me  now. 

■  ing  now. 


— jpt — ^ 
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D.S, 


Fill  me  with  thy  hal-low'd  presence,- 
Chorus. 


-Come,  oh,  come  and  fill   me  now. 


4- 


D.S. 
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Fill    fne  now,      fill     me    now,     Je  -  sus,  come,  and     fill    me    now ; 


1 — r-r~ 
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Copyright,  1879,      John  J.  Hood. 

150  SWEET  HOME. 

I  'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature  complaints, 
How  sweet  to  my  soul  is  communion  with  saints ; 
To  find  at  the  banquet  of  mercy  there's  room, 
And  feel  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  at  home. 

Chorus, — Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home. 

Prepare  me,  dear  Saviour,  for  glory,  my  home. 

s  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of  peace, 
And  thrice  gracious  Jesus,  whose  love  can  not  cease, 
Though  oft  from  thy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 
I  long  to  behold  thee  in  glory  at  home. 

3  Whate'er  thou  deniest,  oh,  give  me  thy  grace ! 
Thy  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  thy  face  : 
Indulge  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  thy  throne, 
And  find,  even  now,  a  sweet  'foretaste  of  home, 

4  I  long,  dearest  Saviour,  in  thy  beauty  to  shine, 
No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine ; 

But  in  thy  bright  image  to  rise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  thee  at  home, 
135 
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GLORY  BE  TO  THE  FATHER. 

Words  arr.  by  B.  M.  A.  Melody  by  J.  R.  S.  Harmony  by  W.  J.  K. 

Slow,  with  dignity. 
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Glo  -  ry    be   to   the      Fa  -  ther,    Glo  -  ry    be    to   the  Son, 
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Glo-ry     be     to   the   Ho -LY  GHOST;  As   it    was   in   the  be  -  ginning, 
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Is   now,  and  ev  -  er   shall   be,     World  without  end.    A  -  men,  a  -  men. 


Copyright,  i88o,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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H 

Hark !  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord, 
Hallelujah  to  Jesus,  .... 
Have  you  been  to  Jesus  for  the  cleansing, 
Heaven  and  earth  and  rolling  ocean,  . 
Heaven  is  Propitious, 
He  is  a  whole  Christ ;  he  is  a  full  Saviour, 

He  is  Calling,  

He  is  Risen,  

Help  me  to  sing  a  song  for  thee,  . 

He  speaks  to  thee,  .... 

He  was  found  worthy,  . 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty, 

Home  in  the  beautiful  Eden  above, 

Hope  of  the  desolate,  Lord  over  all. 

How  bright  the  hope  that  Calv'ry  brings, 

How  can  I  live  without  Jesus, 

How  lost  was  my  condition,  . 

Ho  I  ye  seekers^fter  pleasures,  . 

I 

I  am  bound  for  the  Kingdom, 
I  am  Glad  there  is  Cleansing, 

I  have  read  of  a  land  whose  inhabitants  say, 
I  have  sought  round  the  verdant  earth^ 
I  have  work  enough  to  do, 
I'll  drink  when  I'm  dry^ 
I'll  praise  the  Lord  for  joy  below, 
I  love  to  think  of  heaven, 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free. 
In  a  land  fair  and  bright, . 
In  some  way  or  other  the  Lord  will  provide^ 
In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

In  the  Light,  

In  the  Strength  of  Jesus,  . 
Into  his  image  to  grow,  .... 
I  rest  on  him,  the  crucified,  . 
I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I  avraken. 
It  is  not  that  the  city  is  glorious  to  behold, 
I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine, 
I  want  to  go  there,  too,  . 
I  will  not  Fear,  .... 
I  will  Sprinkle,  .... 

Jesus,  ..,}.. 
Jesus  has  died  for  Me, 

Jesus  loved  the  little  children, 
Jesus  my  ark  of  rest,  Jesus  my  all, 
Jesus  our  Light, 
Jesus,  precious  unto  me, 
Jesus  !  the  name  high  over  all, 
Jesus,  the  only  name  that's  given, 
Jesus,  when  he  left  the  sky,  . 
Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 

K 

Keep  me  ever  close  to  thee,  . 

L 

Launch  out  from  the  shore,  Christian, 
List,  list  'tis  the  angels  singing,  . 
List  to  the  lay  of  the  heavenly  land. 
Little  ones,  like  me,  . 
Look  away  to  Calvary, 
Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious, 
Lord,  for  thy  gift  of  grace,  . 
Lord,  I  make  a  full  surrender. 
Lord,  I  sought  and  found  thee  precious 
Lost,  but  Found, 
Lost  one  !  wand'ring  on  in  sadness, 
Love  of  God,  amazing  love,  . 
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THE  QUIVER, 


M 

Marching  Home  to  Canaan's  Shore, 

'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  creature,  &c. 
'Mid  the  currents  of  temptation. 
Mighty  Deliverer, 
More  and  more  it  Shineth, 
More  faith  in  Thee,  . 
More  Grace  to  all, 
More  like  Jesus,  . 
My  Father's  Welcome,  . 
My  God,  my  God,  to  thee  I  cry, 
My  hope  has  found  an  anchor, 
My  Pathway  grows  Brighter, 
My  pilgrim  path,  from  day  to  day. 
My  Saviour  suffered  on  the  tree,  . 
My  Shepherd,  .... 
Mystic  Star,  .... 

N 

Hearing  our  home,  . 
None  like  Jesus, . 
No  other  name,  .... 
Not  far  away,  .... 
Now  wave  the  standard  of  the  Lord, 

o 

Of  him  who  did  salvation  bring,  . 
Of  the  people  none  were  with  him. 
Oh,  blessed  fellowship  divine. 
Oh,  the  joy  that  fills  my  heart, 
O  land  of  rest  for  thee  I  sigh. 
One  there  is  above  all  others.  Oh,  how  he 
One  there  is  above  all  others.  Well  deserves 

On  the  Cross,  

On  to  the  field.    .      .  . 
Onward  we  tread  to  the  city  of  God, 
O  sinner,  come  home, 
O  sweet  and  wondrous  gift,  . 

O  tell  me  no  more,  

O  the  bitter  shame  and  sorrow, 

O  try  it  and  see,  

Out  from  the  Shore,  .  .  . 
O  where  will  be  the  birds  that  sing, 
O  youth  in  the  spring-time,  . 

P 

Panting  for  Thee,  .... 

Peaceful  Rest,  

Perfect  Peace,  

Poor  souls  that  from  Jesus  are  going  away. 
Praise  ye  the,  Lord,  .... 

R 

Reap  To-day,  

Resting  on  the  Lord, 

Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Rise  and  follow  Me,  .... 

S 

Satisfied,  

Satisfied  by  and  by,  .... 

Saviour  Mine,  

Saw  ye  my  Saviour,  .... 

Sentry,  at  the  portal  keep,  . 
Soldiers  of  Zion,  prepare  for  the  charge. 
Source  from  whence  the  streams  of  mercy. 
Sowing  in  the  morning,  sowing  seeds,  &c.. 
Standing  on  the  solid  rock,  . 
Sweet  home  above,  sweet  home  above, 


Take  me  as  I  am, 
Take  my  life  and  let  it  be. 
Take  thy  Bearings,  . 
Tell  me  the  Story  of  Jesus, 
The  Altered  Motto,  . 
The  Angels'  Story,  . 
The  Beautiful  Gate,  . 
The  Bible,  .... 
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The  Bleeding  Lamb,  . 
The  Children's  Blessing,. 
The  City  of  Refuge,  . 
The  Flowing  Fount,  . 

The  God  of  Ad ra'm  praise,  . 
The  Golden  Harvest, 
The  Great  Salvation, 
The  Herald  of  Day,  . 
The  Home  beyond  the  River, 
The  Lay  of  the  Heavenly  Land,  . 
The  light  on  my  pathway  grows  brighter, 
The  Lion  of  Judah,  ... 
The  Lord  is  my  shepherd. 
The  Lord  will  Provide,  . 
The  Love  that  Redeemed, 
The  night  of  sin,  long  and  gloomy. 
The  precious  Song,  . 
The  prize  is  set  before  us. 
There  are  angels  hov'ring  round,  , 
There  is  a  calm  and  steady  light,  , 
There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight,  . 
There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest,  . 
There  is  a  word  whose  magic  thrill. 
There  is  None  like  Thee, , 
There's  a  precious  song  that  my  hearty 
There's  a  song,  thrilling  song,  in  the  air. 
There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, 
There  You'll  sing  Hallelujah, 
The  Solid  Rock, .... 
The  Stranger  at  the  Door, 
The  Swing  of  Conquest,  . 
The  voice  of  free  grace  cries. 
The  Wanderer,  .... 
The  whole  wide  World  for  Jesus, 
The  world  is  overcome,  .       .       .  . 
They  come,  the  war-scarred  vet'rans  come, 
Tho'  oft'  mine  eyes  with  wond'ring  gaze, 
Tho'  tempted  and  tried  we  may  be. 
Thou  best  of  books,  the  Word  of  God, 
Thou  hast  Rescued  even  Me,. 
'Tis  grace,  'tis  grace,  'tis  wonderful  grace 
'Tis  well  with  me,    .      .      .  . 
To  see  my  Saviour  there. 
Touch  not,  nor  taste  the  sparkling  cup, 
Triumph  By  and  by, .      .  ... 
'Twag  Jesus,my  Saviour,who  died  on  the  tree. 


&c 
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Waiting  is  the  golden  harvest, 
Walk  in  the  Light,  . 
Wash  me  white  as  Snow, 
Waters  from  the  smitten  rock. 
We  are  More  than  Conquerors, 
Weary  pilgrim  on  life's  pathway,  . 
We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes,  . 
We're  Marching  to  2ion, 
We're  trav'ling  home  to  heaven  above. 
We  speak  of  the  land  of  the  blest,  . 
What  a  Gath'ring  that  will  be. 
What  shall  separate  us, . 
What  !  sitting  at  ease  when  there's  work  to 
What  subdued  and  conquered  me  ? 
When  the  clouds  of  doubt  o'ershadow. 
While  out  on  life's  dark,  stormy  sea. 
Whither  goest  thou  pilgrim  stranger? 
Whoever  receiveth  the  crucified  one. 
Will  you  go  ?  . 
Wonderful  Grace, 

Y 

Yes,  more  and  more  it  shineth. 
Ye  who  know  your  sins  forgiven,  . 

z 

Zion,  
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THE  GAENER 

is  probably  the  most  popular  of  Jno.  R.  Sweney's  music  books,  it 

has  received  numberless  indorsements  as  a  most  excellent  work  for 

use  in  Sunday-schools  or  prayer  meetings. 

T#E  QABIIE^  has  a  concise  Elementary  Department,  occupying 

about  20  pp.,  to  which  we  would  call  the  attention  of  Teachers  of 

Music  Classes  as  affording  a  good  and  inexpensive  text  book  for  their 
use. 

PRICE. — boards,  35  cents,  by  mail ;  $  3.60  per  doz.,  by  express.   Cloth,  50  cents. 
HYMN  EDITION,— boards,  la  cents,  by  mail ;  $  10.  per  100,  by  express. 


THE  QUIVER 

OF  SACJ^ED  SONG, 
By  JNO.  R.  SWENEY  &  WM.  J.  KIRKPATRICK. 

TflfE  QyJVE^  has  none  but  the  choicest  selections,  mostly  new, 
and  is  now  issued  with  the  confidence  that,  being  in  every  respect 
equal  in  merit  to  its  predecessor,  The  Garner,  it  will  have  a  like 
extensive  and  useful  career. 

The  introduction  by  THE  Quiver  of  a  truly  beautiful  and  easy  system  of  Character 
Notes,  to  be  know  as  HOOD'S  NOTATION,  affords  advantages  that  will  be  appreciated 
b/  all  students  of  music :  not  only  does  the  new  notation  assist  the  reader  of  moderate 
ability  by  giving  a  separate  sign  to  each  note  of  the  scale,  but,  by  its  scientific  construc- 
tion, it  leads  to  and  simplifies  the  study  of  harmony  and  composition.  Unlike  most  other 
systems  of  character  notes,  Hood's  Notation  does  not  detract  in  the  slightest  from  the 
appearance  of  the  notes  as  in  ordinar>'  music,  the  general  opinion  being  that  ordinary 
notes  are  made  plainer  and  handsomer  by  the  additional  characters. 

PRICE. — boards,  35  cents,  by  mail ;  $3.60  per  doz.,  by  express. 

A  HYMN  EPITION  will  he  ready  for  issue  about  June  25tii,  1880. 

PRICE.— boards,  X2  cents  each,  by  mail ;  $  lo.  per  zoo,  by  express. 


A  GRAND  COMBINATION! 

BOUND  IN  ONE  VOLUME. 
PRICE.—boards,  65  cents,  by  mail ;  $6.60  per  doz.,  b  express. 
HYMN  EDITION.—boards,  $15.  per  100,  by  express. 
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